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CAIN! 



A MY8TEHY 



TOL. V. 




SIR WALTER SCOTT. BART., 

THIS MYSTERY OF CAIN 
!* lEnsmbtS, 



THE AUTHOR.* 



*'l ftOCOpCv wilh rwUD0> of graX DbllpttlDru Gut fl^tterln^ propnHl ol 
t^vd Btt^a ta prvQx my namfl In the W7 srvid nnd tremejidaDB diHEaii o{ ' Csin/ 

Ham lua ecir Isken k loftr a fllstll unld bur formor lOKiingi, Be bus DerUloly 
UAUlhed HLItou CO hiM own groaoA. Sotno part d( tba Uoffuogc la bfJd^ ood ntay 
dwek ous dua oT randan, wIwmUm will ba adnpled byothora oul «f affaclalion or 
«B*7. Bat tlua tlicy miuC caudemn the ' FaruIlHi hcmt.' U 



Da*U talk! thn lacsuae* dI thai »cl. di 

bBlbf, CUD only be iiHd to dflDdTa uid b 
^am BTldait, by pbclBit In tba mouth ol 



kd to betray. Lord ByftA might have lojvlt tbia 

\swx or moral firll oooalituit with tliB ffvoenU 
. key to the myatery la, perbapa. the ImpotfecUoD 
hA Atroikgly thn partial orila whioh prou upim ui^ 
ratein of tho umTona. to ba awara how thv exlat- 



loH* HcutT, Eaq. 



Tas following scenea are entitled " A Mysterj," in conformity 
with the ancient title annexed to dramas upon similar sabjects, 
which were styled " Mysteries, or Moralities." The author haa hy 
no means taken the same liberties with his subject which were 
common formerly, as may be seen by any reader carious enongli to 
refer to those very profane productions, whether in English, i'reoch, 
Italian, or Spanish. The author has endeavoured to preserve the 
language adapted to his characters ; and where It la [and this is but 
rarely) taken from actual Scrip/are, he lias made as little alteration, 
even of words, as the rhythm would permit. The reader will 
recollect that the book of Genesis does not state that Eve was 
tempted by a demon, but by " the Serpent ; " and that only because 
he was "the most subtil of all the beasts of the field." Whatever 
Interpretation the Rabbins and the Fathers may have put upou this, 
I take the words as I find them, and reply, with Bishop Watson 
upon simitar occasions, when tlie Fatiiers were quoted to him, as 
Moderator in the achoola of Cambridge, "Behold the Book!" — 
holding up the Scripture.* It is to be recollected, that my present 
subject has nothing to do with the New Teitamtnt, to which no 
reference can be here made without anachronism. With the poems 

*(" I nerer troubled rayeeir vitb atiav«riiig ao; argnmenta whii?h tha oppnuenta 
in tlie diTinitj-schiwla brnoght aguuM the ArticlEt of the Church, nor srer ad- 
Kitted thdr ntborit; u decisiTe of a dilSciiltyi bat I lued on such oocasioDS to 
mj to then, holding up the New TeitamenC in my hand, 'En Bocnim eodicem 1' 
Hm i» the f ranUun of tmtli ; whj do yon follow the itrenini dttired from it bj 
lb* •ophirtij, or polluted hy Ihe pwiion*, of num 1 '—Biihop ICoMon'i Hfe, toL L, 




upon similar topics I have not been recently ramiliar. Since I was 
twenly I have never read Milton ; but I liad read hirn so frequently 
before, that tliis m»j make little difference. Gesni-r's "Death of 
Abel" I have never read since I was eight years of age, at Aberdeen. 
The general impression of my recollection is delight; but of the 
contents 1 remember only that Gun's wife was colled Mahala, and 
Abel's Thirza; in the following pages I have called them " Adah" 
and "Zillah," the earliest female names which occur in Genesis; 
they were those of Laraech's wives : those of Cain and Abel are not 
called by their names. Wliether, then, a coincidence of subject 
may have caused the same in expression, I know nothing, and 
cwc as little.* 

Tiie reader will please to bear in mind (what few choose 1o 
recollect], that there is no allusion to a future state in any of the 
books of Moses, nnr indeed in the Old Testament.t For a reason 
for this extraordinary omission he may consult Warburton's " Divine 
Legation;" whether satisfactory or not, no better has yet been 
assigned. I have therefore sup[)osed it new to Cain, without, I 
hojte, any perversion of Holy Writ. 

Witli regard to the language of Lucifer, it was difficult for me to 
make him talk like a clergyman upon the same subjects; but I 
have done wliat I could to restrain him witliin the bounds of 
spiritual pohteness. If he disclaims having tempted Eve in the 
shnpo of the Serpent, it is only because the book of Genesis has not 
the most distant Dilusinn to anything of the kind, but merely to ths « 
8erpi!ut in his serpentine capacity. I 

* [Hon fiillowi, in tiiB oriiiinitl dna^ht."" 1 (m prepared to he mcdkJ of 
tUniahriiiiB, or Hmi! "thsr hud namci odiIiim; id iim, tthir^h mikfo ■ runnidshlo Agura 
Uid ivful »uail in tho Sfn uid eftn of Ibiae who *saM bo u mnrh pnnlnl to 
•Iplwi Ibo tcrmi tu Inndinl nboul, u Iholibcnl and pion* indalgeni in (tub epithel^ 
Againrt mob I Mn dpfcnd lafKlf, or, if nrnrarj. 1 ata ul«k in tun."] 

t [Thora art numnruiu (auiMigia diipancd thnioghoat tbe Old TaMkineut, wbicli 
Lopirt wnwtbiyg uon thu "an tlliuiuo to ■ futora <tato." In trntk, tbs Old 
TMUoant kbnnnli la phnuwc whirifa imply tho immorbililj of tbt aoal, aod wUsh 
voold bo luiiuftrKnl ud lunllj iatalligiblo, but apnn that ■uppuaitioa. "Thni 
■ball tho ituil rotnni to Ui# oarth ai it wai, and tho opirit ntum oatu liod who pnt 
il '^Kcci. xii. T. " And maoj of thorn tbat ilnp in tbo doct of the oarth aball 
amko, aume to otorlaoUng lifo, and ■nno t« ahanw : and tbof that be n-iao shall nhinii 
a* tbo brigbtAMO of ti» firnianieDl ; ami thty Iliat turn raur to riqhleonnwui ta ike 
ly KoderimT U>eth, and that ho 



•hall ouind In the Uttai daji* num Ibo earth ; and thunth allur i 



»i.T my 



..Ir, jet I 






II I w 



\."—Job, all. 2 
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PRBFACB. 7 

Note. — ^The reader will perceive that the author has partly adopted 
in this poem the notion of Cuvier^ that the world had been destroyed 
several times before the creation of man. This speculation^ derived 
from the different strata and the bones of enormous and unknown 
animals found in them^ is not contrary to the Mosaic account^ but 
rather confirms it; as no human bones have yet been discovered in 
those strata^ although those of many known animals are found near 
the remains of the unknown. The assertion of Lucifer^ that the 
pre-Adamite world was also peopled by rational beings much more 
intelligent than man^ and proportionably powerful to the mammoth, 
fcc.^ &c.^ is^ of course^ a poetical fiction to help him to make out 
his case. 

I ought to add^ that there is a ''tramelogedia^' of Aifieri^ called 
'' Abele/' I have never read that, nor any other of the posthumous 
works of the writer, except his life. 



BAVBniv Afrf. 80, 1681. 



INTBODUCTION TO CAIN. 



Vat flnt mBDlion ire meet of "Cun" ii in Lard BjroD'a Diarir of Jui. 2S, 1S21, 
where fae Bt&t«i that he u pooderizLg a Ir^udj upon Uie subject, which he muoB to 
uiike " metapb;eiCBl — someLhiDg in the st;!e ci Hin&ed, but b five uta, perhapt 
witli Ibe chumi." He commeaced the piece on the IQth or J11I7 follawiDg, and coiu- 
plelul it in three acti, and vithoat the ohenu, du the 9th of September, Uo 
mentiaiu thkt it wai writtea " u fut u be could pot pen to paper, is the midst nf 
BTotutiinii and rerolatious, and penecntiijiii. and prDKriptiani nf all wlio interested 
him in Ilalf," BU triendi ia England — Gifford, Hobhoaie, and Murraj—joiaed id 
leiDuaetntiDg agaiutt tbe publjcatian, uf vhioh tbej fDreeaw the eBects. Lord Bjron 
not the leas profbeud biaiMelt "atlunMed" wbeo the *t«rm anae ; "foi I reallj," 
■aid he, " tfaooght Caia a epecnlatiTs and hudj, bat ititl a barmlen piodnirfJoD." An 
iDdiridoaJ named Benbow, tnuting to the principle that the lav will not pnlect a 
peniicious book, pirated "Cain," and Mr. Shadirell — aftetwaidi Tice-Chaneellw — 
applied to Lord Bldra to restrain the pilferer fma ioTadiitg the righta of the legiti- 
mate pabltaher. Tbe adTooate argued that Lord B;ron had the laDCtian of Uilton fur 
making Lndfer bluphemoiu, that the impiet; of Cain waa oppmed b; the [ovtf of 
Adah, that the antlwritr ot the Deitf wai diMinotlr reeogniaed, and that the crime of 
the fint mnrdenr vaa exhibited ae prorokiog a jnit and imniBdiate pnniahmeBt. 
Lord Eldon replied, that the object of HUtoo waa to promota rarerenoe for religiiio, 
bat that the mode in trbich the &U, and (he atoaemeDt, irere treated in " Cun," 
made it qaenioDable vbetbcr Ihe dedgn waa not to diaeredit tbcee duelrine^ that Ihii 
*■( » point for a jnrj to detamuBs, and that ontil their vetdict bad bean aaked be 
noit retiiaa the iigunetian. " Is adlama," Mid tli> port, "the fint nbel, and tbe 
Stat mnrderer moat be made to talk according to their charaeten ; " but it ia eiident 
Uiat the Cbanoellot ihared the eommon conriettoo that thej also talked the ■entimenla 
ef the aathor. In this aaspicion, which mainlj contributed lo the outer]', the Chan- 
nllor and the public did hiu injuatice. Qe privately aegured Moon that ha held no 
iiuli opiniune, and in reallt; be never ittaintd to an/ aeClled idea* eiUier of bfidelit; 
*r IvlieT. ShntU]>, bia intimate compauinn and an ancompromiaing nceptic^ reconla 
wilb innaiw ngret, at the Xij data of the oompoaition of Cain, that what he oalla 
' the ddutitnu ul Chriitianitj perpetnall; recurred to Lord Bjron, and laid in ambnab 
fox the boqra of iiokneai and distrca." But if the intcntiona of the poet were inn^- 
oHit the tSeeta might be misidiieTous. It ia bj dwelling upon the existence of evil, 
and aBother Wjuallf inimnable theme — the injustice of naitiog the ejn of Bit nn her 
poaterilT — that Locifer eiaspentea the alreadj murmuring Cain , The ubjectiotn of 
tiaian ate oinioai, — the refutation i) drcuitoua, and aa Lurd Bjron oonfined himasK 
•Isiost eieluiitolj to the aDDi|<eudiuua caiils, Ibere waa a danger that jaung and 



INTEODDCTIOM TO CAIH. 



ly the tpedoiu tad 9Dp«rfi<n>l ptultMophf . 



■Inllo* miaib laicbt be inpuied oi 

u lil»|ihLiaj, nhidi ooaa an rad Tttboat * shuilder, « proper eienaM for poetic 
uiTaitioa, hoimtr eoniirtent wilb the abuanWr of S&tui, and the pisctioe of MiKaa. 
" AU I wub and implore," Hoore wrote wisely (o bia friend, " ii that jou, who iie 
Mfb k powtrfnl msDoliwtnrer of thoe thunderboICe, would not cAooK subject* that 
makt it urceurir^ to lAonrh Ihem." Lead BjroD uierted jasttj that *'Cau]" w&j 
■-fnllomtuacdeckautioD," but irhQii he mainUined that it ns "adnkou, and 
b^ a pifldB of ai^omeDt,'^ it voold have beea nearer the truth to have aiiid that it 
•ai an ■rgoinenC and not a dniua. To diicDss ia the boiineu of the play, and llui 
niiOi and chaiacten are t(aile mbordinate. Bren Ladfei declines into a nieeriiiE 
^upoiant, thm^ he ia lometimea depicted *ith befildng grandeur. If "Pamdiiii.' 
lywt" had nner eiiited. Lord Byron, we are pennaded, would haie formed a Satan 
\/j ttjlm^ift^ to ff^aa^ie proportioni one of hia ordinary, tnrbnlent, remurse-stncken 
haxtfrn. BM he hai tried, and in plaeea enccesafnlly, to elerala the charai^ler to the 
Wtj e-wpomire of Hiltou'i model withont prodacisg a copy, and he liaa therefore 
■baded (he gloir of the mined arch-angel with an eipreesioa ofeorrov, iuneadof with 
Ibe daiker ami more appropriate idl of eiiifnl pauioni. NeitJier the fine glimpses of 
hiaua B«j«nj, net the Dumcruui butsta of magufioent poetry, have readered 
"C^"aMnui>mo tlia manj. k oonfuung eolloqay upon the mysteries iiftheulegT, 
ud din dsKriptioni of ihadowj worlds impose npon the imsginjitinn without leading 
■1 eaptare^ Oar tdminttion ia oftan crtorteil, but the intellect is not enlightened uid 
the lynpatiiies in not engaged. It ia no alight dttetl to have conatrnctul tlie Terse 
tpoB the haoh and broken eyiteni ot the later drsnuu, instead of emuUtiag the 
Dcunnd dignity which in general disticeaJshea the metre of "Manfred," for the 
kcigbt of the argnmeDt iapemtiielj reqoired that die sound ahosld thos br bait 
bten an edu to tlw «t 
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MEN. 

As AX. 

Caih* 

Abel. 

8PIBIT8. 

AVaiL OF THE L»BPr 
LUOIFBS 

WOMEN. 

Svc 

Adah. 
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CAIN: 



A MY8TBBY.' 



Sam I. — 7^ Land vUhoul Paradiit.—Timt, Sumriie. 
ASAK, Eri, Citir. Abel, koio, Zillui. offering n Saerifirt 

Jilam. God, the Eternal ! luajiite ! All-wise!— 
Who out of darkness on the deep didat make 
Light on the waters with a word — all hail ! 
Jehovah, with returning light, all hail 1 

' [Though "Cud" kbi>iu>d« in beauUlol iitimigtm. uid showi moie ponvr, pcrbapn, 

I duo wj of Ibe ■nthor'a dranmticsl iMupiwiLiaD^ we regret vtty macfa tbat it abiiulil 

r wm b«TQ be«n publiihed^ It ii DDtbing teas thiui Abenrd la auppofie, tbnt Li^cifer 

euiliot well be expected to talk like an urtbwlui dmne, and that the Rt>DVKiiALi<Hi 

st llie first rebel and tbe firat niacderer hbi Dot likel; to be Ter; uneiFqitumablt : 

<i tu plead tbe autboritj »f MiltoD, or Ibe anthun of tbe old mT^Wrira, for suoli 

oSBpaira eolloqa^ea. Tbe fact is, that Acre the whole argiiioent — aud a tgfj 

rlai-rrait and iptmoiu argnuieDt it it— i> directed agruoit the goodnon or the power 

\ of the Deitj ; aud there it no annver to mavb iw attempted to the olTi'iiaive doccntiea 

I that an m stresuoiulj iDCoIcated. The Deril and his pnpil hare the field entirelj 

I lu thaanlTO, and are eneaimterGd with nothing bat feeble obteatationa and uti' 

\ r-^guung hamn. Fhiloaopky and poetry are both rery good thingi in tbeic way ; 

I l<al, ID onr opinion, thcj do not go very weQ together. It i> but a poor and pedautia 

KTt of poetry that welu to embody uothing bnt melaF>bysical aabtletiea anil abatraut 

iLcdoctUma of reaaao — and a very amfpioioua phlluaophy ttiht uma at tAabliafaing tta 

docKiBei by ap^ieab to the posriona and the fancy. Though meh argmuenta, hov- 

eirt, an worth little in tbe seboola, it doea not folluw that Ibeir effrKt ia ineonnidenble 

<■ the world. On the omtnuy it ia the miacbiaf of all poetical panulmps, that, from 

the Tcry IitniU and and of poetry, which deals only in obiioua aud glanoing vieirf, 

they an never brought to the fiiir teat of argnmcnl. Ad allnaion to a doubtful topic 

■Ul often pan for a definite conclunnn on it, sod, clotbe.1 in beantifiil kngiiaf!*, 

a^y l™»t the moat pemidionii improwinna behind. We Ihcref .™ tliiok thnl [mois 

esght billy to be cooBncd tn the ealabliohed ii-ecd »nd iinpi.ditj of lliLir i:i'iiiilry, 



^H esght billy 



CAIW: A MTSTEEY. [* 

Ene. God I who didst name the day, and separate 
Morning from night, till then divided never — 

tusenta n{ nuuiVind ; ud Chat poetiosl dmnien 
iff aoDordiQg to Uieir ferniah tknoiH, wi^out s 
aught be.buiiihod t^ commoDiinlth uf letlcn. 
A< to the question of thg oiigio of evil, whiFh ii the bunhen of this miBdincted tene, 
Lurd BjroD hai neitbar thrown \aj new light upon it, nor darkensd tli« prsviuu* 
knuvledge which wf ponoiBed. It nunuui jtut where it wu, in its might]', ou- 
btliomed obmarit)'. In one view, bowexr. whidi ou rh&pcKxliit tuia taksa on tba 
■uhject, we conceiTB he bu done well. Ue npr«s«iits the lemptatioiu held out to 
Ckiu by SaXaa. u ranstantlf anixvudiiig and oontup'iDding U> some pnTioun iliaaintoit 
and gloomj dispaaitiuD iu his own inind ; >o that Lucifer i> little more than th* 
]>eniuBififld deioun of his im»gin»tion ; and forther, the aoW of guilt and f.pUy into 
which Cftin ia hurried an nut tmted aa aixidenta], or aa oocauioned h; p&saing 
auflea, but u aprtnging ^m an internal furj, a marbid FtHt« akin to phrenay, a mind 
disfiattefied with itaelf and all thingH, and haunted bj an iuaatiable Rtubbom lunging 
after knowledge rather than bappinen, ud B falsi iirooBDca to dwell on the eril 
aide of things isther than the guod. We bare see tbe dreadfol omuequeDce* of nob 
curbiiig thia dispoaitiuu (.which ii. lilcr kll, peihapa, (tie (in that io«t eaail; bcaeta 
bnmanity) eieni[iliGed in a atriluu^ point of Tiew ; and we lo br tlunk, that Iha 
monl to he deriTed from a peroMil of Uiii VLjtUirj ia a lalnable one. — JirrsET. 

We do not think that tbere is moch vigour or poetical proprietj in an; of tba 
eh*nt(!l«n of Lord Bjiuo'i UjaMr;. Bve, on one c«*aion, and one onlj. eipraHa 
borself witb energy, and not even then with anj great df|ilb of tJwt maternal feeling 
which the dcMh of ber faiDurit« loa waa likely to eii^ib: in her, Adam monlun 
withoat dignity. Abel u aa dull aa he ia pioui. Lucifer, Uiough hii first appearaiica 
ia veil conceived, is aa aentootioua and aarcaatjo aa a Scotch metaphyiioian ; and the 
gniTamina which drive Cain iulo impiety arc circumaloncei which could only pruiuca 
a liinilar effect ou a weak and aluggiah mind, — tbe nceeaaity of exertion, and ibv 
fear of death \ Nor, though there are aome paaaa^ea in tbia drama of no oorumon 
power, ia the genenl lone uf ila pnetry ao eicellcDt a« to atone for these imperfeclivni 
if dniga. The dialogue ia oold and oonatrained. Tbe descripliuDi are like tbe 
■hadewa of a phaDtoamagoria, at once iodiatinct and artificiaL Except Adah, tbera 
ia no peraon in whoK fortDnea we are intercated ; and wa eloae tbe book wltb no 
diatinct or dinging reoulledjon of any elngle posaage, — ^Hcau. 

The following eitraet is from Mr. CampbeH'a Magaiine :— " ' Cain ' ia altogether 
of a hi^sr order than 'Sardanapalna' and ' The Two FoacBii.' Lord Byron baa nut, 
indeed, fulfilled our eipectatinna of ■ ^gantie picture of the first murderer ; for thers 
ia aearoely any paaaion, except the immediala agcmy of rage which brings on Iha 
(sUstroplie ; and Cain himself ia little more than tbe aubJMt nf superaatural agency. 
Thia pieoa is eiaantiaUy nathisg bat a vehicle fiir atriking allusions to the mighty 
at<tiactioni of Deatb and Lib, Eternity and Time ; for vut, but dim, doicriptiona 
uf Ifaa regiona of spaos, and for daring dispulatiane on that great problem, (he origin 
of evil. The gnmndwotk of Ibe argnmenta on the awful snbjeet* haodlni ia rirry 
pommotiplaee ; bnt they are aivayed in great majeaty of language, and eondueled with 
a frightful audadly. The direct sttaoka <ja tbe goodneaa uf Uud are nut, perhapa, 
taken apart, bolder than some paaaagea of Milton ; but thej inipire quite a dilFerent 
brn>atiun ; becauM, in thinking of 'Faradiae Loet,^ we never regard the Dtlty, or 
Rnlao, aa other than great advene powers, created by the ima^nation of the poet. 
We know Bathing of Lord ByiDn'a Lucifer, except hia apeecfaea : be is invented only 
Ibat he may utter them : and tba *hola appcara an abatiact disrussion held fur its 
nwn sake, not maintained in order to terte tba dramatio cauiialenoy of the personi. 
He baa made no allampt to Imitate Uilloa'i plaatie power ; — that power by which 
oar gnat poal baa mada bis Heaven and Bell, and tbe very raciona of apaoe, anblime 
rsalltlaa, palpabi* to tha imagination, and baa traoed the lineamanta of hia angelie 
ra with tba precuioB of a aoalptor. Tba Laeifer of 'Cain' is a mtfe hnHil'?a 
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Who didst divide the wave from wave, and call 
Part of thy work the firmament — all hail I 

Aiel. God 1 who didst call the elements into 
Earth, oceau, air and fire, and with the day 
And night, and worlds which these iUurainate, 
Or shadow, niadest beings to enjoy them. 
And love both them and thee — all hail ! all hail ! 

AdaA. God, tlie Eternal 1 Parent of all things ! 
"Who didst create these best and beauteous beings. 
To be beloved, more than all, save thee — 
Let me love thee and tliem : — All hail ! all hail ! 

ZillaA. Oh, God ! who loving, making, blessing ail, 
Yet didst permit the serpent to creep in. 
And drive my father forth from Paradise, 
Keep us from further evil ; — Hail! all hail ! 

Adam. Son Cain, my first-bom, wherefore art thou silenl ? 

Cain. Why should I speak ? 

ilatncticin, — the sIuuIdw of ■ do^s ; and all tha ucner; otot vhicli be prendea 
ia dim, Tigne, and Men onlj in fmint outline. Then is, so doabt. a very tmcomaiua 
paver diiplajed, eren in thu ahadoning out of the etbere&I jiiamej of the ipirit ftud 
till rietim, and id the TUt aketch of the world of phaataima at which the; arrivB ; 
bat they ue Dtterlj unlike the masaiie graodeon of Milton's creation." 

I nmnDber, wtim I Gnt read "Cain," I thought it, aa a cumpoutiao, the miwt 
nchaatiDii w^ iireaiitible of aU Lord Bjroii'i v<:t\t ; and I think k itU). There ii 
no iDunaideriibte poition of that poem which 19 Kcond only lo partJona of ■inular 
import ID UilUin,— sad muiy of tbeni not ttcond ; in a atjle itill iweeter and mon 
■loqnent. and with eqnal brce, grandeur, and parity of sentiment and ooncepUon ; 
■Dch ai the moat rigidly-religioos mind woold biTc read, if it had come from UUtan. 
or any other poet whoae piety was not auipected, as the effunion of aomethinif 
appmaching to holy iEiapiratioD, 8ome of the aentimenta, taken detachedly, and left 
aaanawered, are no douht dangerona, and therefore onght not lo hare Leen bo left ; 
hot the ckiaa of rtsden whom thia poem ii hkely to inten«t arc of so very elevated a 
out, and the effect of the poetry >■ to refine, apiritnaliie, and illumine the imagination 
with meh a *ort of aaoLrthly luhlimity, that the mind of these, 1 am pemiadod, will 
heeoow toottrong to incur any taint. ^Betdou. 

"Iha*eread 'Poieari'and 'Cain," wrote Moore to Lord Byron. "The fbimer 
doci not pleiM me to highly aa ' Sardnnapalui.' It has the fault of all thron Tiolsut 
Tenetiu atorin ; being nnnatiirsl and improbahle, and therefore, in ipite of all your 
fine muugetnent of them, appealing bntremottdy lo one's aympatbies. Bnt *Cun' ia 
wunderfol — terrible — nerer to be forgotten. If I am not mJitaksD, it will lisk deep 
into the world's heart ; and while many will shudder at ita btwpbemy, all lanst fkU 
pmtiate before ita grandtnr. Talk of £sebylDS and hia Fromelheue I — here is the 
true apirit both of the Poet — and tlie Deiit." — Lord Byron's anewer eontaini iJis 
■sbalABM of all that be eTcr adnnced in defence of Uis uaan1t«d pointa in his 
"Mjilaij;" "Whh respect to religion," he aaya, "am I never onnTinoe yon that 
/ hold no indi Dpiniona as the cbaraderi in thai drama, which aeenu U> have 
" ■ " d ererj body f My ideai of a oharaoter may run away with mo : like all 
0, 1, of oourae, embody myaalf with the cbarat'lar, vhitt I draa ii, 
at after tho pen ia &om off the paper."] 
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Adan. To pnij. 

Cain. Have ye not praj'd ? 

Adam, We have, most fervently. 

Caiti. And loudly ; I 

Have heard you. 

Adam. So will God, I trust. 

Abel. \taeii I 

Adam. But thou, my eldest bom, nrt silent still. 

Cain. 'Tis better I should be so. 

Adam. Wherefore so ? 

Cain. I have nought to ask. 

Adam. Nor aught to thaidc fur P 

Cain. No. 

Allan. Dost thou not live ? 

Cim. Slust I not die P 

Eve. Alas! 

The fruit of our forbidden tree begins 
To fall. 

Adam. And we must gather it again. 
Oh, Ood ! why didat thou plant the tree of knowledge P 

Cain. And wherefore pluck'd ye not the tree of life P 
Te might have then defied him.' 

Adam. Oh ! my son. 

Blaspheme not : these are serpent'? words. 

Cain. Why not ? 

Tlie snake spoke trulA ; it KOi the tree of knowledge; 
It BM* the tree of life : knowledge is good. 
And life is good ; and how can both be evil ? 

Eve. My boy I thon speakest as I spoke, in sin, 
Before thy birth : let roe not see renew'd 
My misery in tliine. I have repented. 
Let me not see my offspring fall into 
The snares beyond the ivalls of Paradise, 
Which e'en in Paradise destroy'd his pnrrtits. 
Content thee with what i». Had we been ?u, 
Tliou now hadst been contented. — Oh, my son I 

■ [Tlii* pMHgr &ffurd> i, kcj to tlw Icmpcr and Inat of mini) of Cain thrxagbant 
1m fine. Be diadniu Ui« limited i-xif1«nce ittloUfd to bim ; he hM » rwMH hnimr 
i| ilnlh, uttendHl with • Tehetuoit eorinilf m to hu nalDr* ; vii ha Bourulm ■ 
I ftitM hli pknoU. to white tniainDiliiii be utrribca bin degmlvd itali. 
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Adam. OiiT urisoiis completed, let ua lience, 
Each to his task of toil — not heavy, though 
Neertfa! : the earth is youog, and jielda us kindly 
Her fruits with little labour. 

Ere. Cain, my son, 

Behold thv father cheerful and resign'd. 
And do as he doth. 

[£im)u Adah and 

Zillah. Wilt thou not, my brother? 

Abel. Why wilt thou wear this gloom upon thy brow, 
Which can avail thee nothing, save to rouse 
The Eternal anger? 

Adah. My beloved Cain, 

Wilt ihon frown even on me ? 

Cain. No, Adah I no; 

I fain would be alone a little while. 
Abel, I'm sick at heart ; but it will pass ; 
Precede me, brother — I will follow shortly. 
And you, too, sisters, tarry not behind; 
Your gentleness must not be harshly met : 
I'll follow you anon. 

AdaA. U not, I will 

fietum to seek you here. 

Abet. The peace of GoJ 

Be on your spirit, brother ! 

[£<icun' Abil, Zilub, and i 

Cain (solus). And this is 

Liife ! — Toil ! and wherefore should I toil ? — because 
My father coold not keep his place in Eden. 
What had / done in this ? — I was unborn : 
I soQght not to be born ; nor love the state 
To which that birth has brought me. Why did ho 
Yield to the serpent and the woman ? or. 
Yielding, why suffer ? What was there in this ? 
The tree was planted, and why not for him? 
If not, why place him near it, where it grew, 
Tlie faireat in the centre? They have but 
One answer to all questions, "'Twas Ais will. 
And ie is good." How know I that ? Because 
He is all-powerful, must all-good, too, follow ? 
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I judge but by the fruits — and thej are bitter — 

Wliicli I must feed on for a fault not mine. 

Whom have we here? — A shape like to the angels 

Yet of a sterner and a sadder aspect 

Of spiritual essence : why do I quake ? 

Why should I fear him more than other spirits. 

Whom I see daily wave their fiery swords 

Before the gates round which I linger oftj 

In twilight's hour, to catch a glimpse of those 

Gardens which are my just inheritance, 

Ere the night closes o'er the inhibited walls 

And the immortal trees which overtop 

The cherubim -defended battlements ? 

If I shrink not from these, the fire-arm'd angels. 

Why should I quail from him who now approaches? 

Vet he seems mightier far than them, nor less 

Beauteous, and yet not all as beajliful 

As he hath been, and might be : sorrow seems 

Half of his immortality. And is it 

So ? and can aught grieve save uuDianity ? 

He L-ometh. 



Ucifgr. Mortal 1 

Cain, Spirit, wlio art thou? 

Lucifer. Master of spirits. 

Cain. And being so, cau>l lliou 

I^eave them, and walk with dust ? 

Ludjer. I know ihethoii^hls 

Ur dust, and feel for it, and with you. 

Cain. Iloal 

You know my thoughts? 

Lwn/et, They are llie thoughts of all 

Worthy of thought ;^'tis your immortal |«irt 
Wliiuh speaks within you. 

Cain. What immortal part ? 

Tliis has not been revealed : the tree of life 
Was witlilield from us by my father's folly, 
Whilo litat of knowledge, by my mother's haste, 
Waa pluck'd too soon ; and uU the fruit is death I 



I 

I 
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Laeifer. They have deceived thee ; thou ahalt live. 
Cain. I li^e. 

But live to die ; and, living, see nothing 
Tn nuke death hateful, save an innate ctin^Dg, 
A loathsome, and jet all invincible 
Instinct of life, which I abhor, as I 
Despise myself, yet cannot overcome — 
Anil so 1 live. Would I had never lived I 

Lvifer. Thou livest, and must live for ever : think not 
The earth, which is thine outward cov'riiig, is 
Enstence— it will eeaae, and thou wilt be 
Kd less than thou art now. 

Cain. "No lest I and why 

No more ? 
Lucifer. It may be thou ahalt be as we. 
Odn. And ye P 

htctfer. Are everlasting. 

Otin. Are ye happy p 

hwifer. We aie mighty. 
Cain. Are ye happy ? 

Lun/er. No : art tliou ? 

Cain. How should I be go P Look on me! 
Lucifer. Poor clay ! 

And thou pretendest to be wretched I Thou I 

Cain. I am : — and thou, with all thy might, what art ihou ? 
Lueifer. One who aspired to be what made thee, and 
Would not have made thee what thou art. 
Cain. Ab I 

Thou look'st almost a god; and 

Lucifer. 1 am none : 

And having fail'd to be one, would be nought 
Save what I am. He conquer'd ; let him reign I 
Cain. Whop 

Liteifer. Thy sire's Maker, and the earth's. 

Cbut. And lieiiven 

And all that in them is. So I have beard 
Ilis seraphs sing ; and so my father saith. 

Lucifer. They say — what they must sing and say, on pain 
Of being that wliich I am — and thou art — 
Of ipiiits and of men. 
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Cain. And vliat is that P 

Lnci/er. Souls who dare use their immortality— 

Souls who dare look the Omnipotent tyrant in 

Hia evertusting face, and tell him that 

His evil is not good I If be has made, 

As he saith — which I know not, nor believe- 
But, if h.e made us — he cannot unmake : 

We are immortal ! — nay, he'd iave ns so. 

That he may torture : — let him I He is great— 

But, in his greatne^i, is no happier than 

We in our conflict 1 Goodness would not make 

Evil ; and what else hath he made P * But let him 

Sit on hia vaat and soUtaiy throne. 

Creating worlds, to make eteniity 

Less burthensome to his immense existence 

And nnparticipal«d solitude; 

Let him crowd orb on orb : he is alone 

Indefinite, indissoluble tyrant ) ' 

Could he but crush himself, 'twere the beat boon 

He ever granted ; but let him reign on. 

And multiply himsel/ in misery I 

Spirits and Men, at least we sympatliise — 

And, suffering in concert, make our pangs 

Innumerable, more endurable, 

By the unbounded sympathy of all 

* [Th« euitoncc ot erl] a tli« gmtt difficult; which lis it llie toot of lit ralipno, 
nktnnl msd revekled ; fur it wemi to nilitkte igKiiiit tlia oniBipiiUDCe or bmsruleuiia 
of lh« Daitj — to indicate that ht ia anablc or Dnvilliiig to pivimt it, ExperieBC* hai 
■hoVB that mnoh of the ertl ia pnidiu»iT« of an olterior gnod ; bat do one bu offtnd 
a latiaEutatT naaon whj the gwid ihoold pot niat withont U» tril, Tel. if the 
qncctioD cannot b« dinstlj met, there are cDDDter-arK<un<ali which mart Blanog 
inEdalitj. The world npon the &« of it bean the impTHa of a yowsr not to be 
diHiDgnithed from inBuile, and marki of adaptation to marreUona aiid ffldloaa In the 
want* of all vitbio it, a* la prate that lim do leu tfiaa wiarlom i> prsadicg orar tba 
work. To the Inferaiicea bwn nature are added the ei|ireu aaaertioDa of nrelatian, 
which ii Hlabliabed upon nnantvend and uiBiiiwtrable eTidenn. Theace, Urn 
moclmloD ii irroiatible. that the afiparail ei^eMiaiM are the rrault of onr igaaaam 
— tbat then ii a mlntioo to the injil«7 set incouittnit with the attribntea ti 
tfaa Dalij, tbuugh il ii bcjond onr (acnltiea to ditcover aod, lerhapa, to eomprsheod 

it.) 

* [The p<»t riaca t> the nblime in making Lucifer fint inspira Cain with the 
knowledEe of hi* immoitaliC; — a partion ot trnth which hath the e&a/j ot falnhood 
Vfna tha Tietim ; for Cun, fetling binuotf alnadj nnhapp;. knowing that hia being 
eannet be abridged, haa the tern aeni|ile U deaire io be aa Lucifer, " mtghtj." Tha 
whole of thia *tieach ii inlj lalanis -, a daring and dleadfol deeoristioB gins bf 
tnrUiti^ de>I«ir uf the Dtitj. — Oau. ] 
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ith all ! But He I so wretched in his height. 
So restless in his wretched oess, must still 

Create, and re-create * 

Cain. Thou speak'st to me of tilings which long have swum 
In visions through my thought : I never could 
Beconcile what I saw with what I heard. 
Hy htber and my mother talk to me 
Of serpents, and of fruits and trees : I see 
The gates of wbat they call their Paradise 
Ouarded by tiery-sworded cherubim, 
Wliich shut them out and me : I feel the weight 
Of daily toil, and constant thought : I look 
Around a world where I seem nothing, with 
'ITiouglits which arise within me, as if they 
Could muter all things — but I thought alone 
Tliis misery was mine. My fatiier is 
Tiuiied down ; my mother has forgot the mind 
Which made her thirst for knowledge at the risk 
Of an eternal curse ; my brother is 
A watching shepherd boy, who olFers up 
The firstlings of the flock to him who bids 
The earth yield nothing to us without sweat; 
My sister ZiUah sings an earher hymn 
Than the birds' matins; and my Adah, my 
Own and beloved, she, too, understands not 
TTie mind which overwhelms me : never till 
Now met I aught to sympathise with me. 
Tis well — I rather would consort with spirits. 

Luei/er. And hadst thou not been fit by tliine own soul 
For such companionship, 1 would not now 
Have stood before tliee as I am : a serpent 
Had been enough to charm ye, as before." 

Cain. Ah t didst tkou tempt my mother ? 

Lucifer. I tempt none. 

Save with the truth : was not the tree, the tree 

' [" Crate, aad re-creale — perhaps he'U mftke 
One d>7 k Son unto binmclf — as he 
Qmn you \ father— and [f be no duOi, 
Hark me I Uut Son wiJl be a taoriEoe I "—MS.] 
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Of knowledge ? and was not tlie tree of life 

Still fruitful ? Did I bid her pluck them not? 

Did / plant tlilugs probibited withiu 

The reach of beings innocent, and curious 

Bt their own innocence ? ' I would have made yp 

Goda ; and even He who thrust ye forth, so thrust je 

Because " ye should not eat the fruits of life, 

" And become gods as we." Were those his words ? 

Cain. They were, as I have heard from those who heard them \ 
In tlmsdcr. 

Lucifer. Then who was the demon ? He 
Who would not let ye live, or he who would 
Have made ye live for ever in the joy 
And power of knowledge? 

Cain. Would the; had snatch'd both 

The fruits, or neither I 

Lucifer. One is yours ab-eady. 

The other may be still. 

Cain. How so P 

Lucifer. By being 

Yourselves, in your resistance. Nothing can 
Quench the mind, if the mind will be itself 
And centre of surrounding things — 'tis made 
To sway. 

Cain. But didst thou tempt my parents P 

Lucifer. IP 

Poor day t what should I tempt them for, or how P 

Cain. They say the serpent was a spirit, 

lu^fer. Who 

Saith that P Is it not written so on high : 
The proud One will not so far falsify, , 

Though man's vast fears and little vanity 
Would make him cast upon the spiritual nature 
His owu low failing. The snake vxu the suake — 
No more ; and yet not less than those he tempted, 



' PTha Edwtis rencwer, v< belwTc tbc Uta fiobcn Hkll, replin 
■ol uw CBDM of ciirloail^, but hu. in r^vrj lUgc of KdHf, bHrn lU Tictim." Dr. 

Johnni, an Um anitru?. isja '. " A g«neroui *nd elenited mind ii duUnpiiibed I9 
nDthiiit mon nrtainijr thui I7 ui nniiiciil dsgrn! of miriodljr." Biith h>*e niuiiD. 
Then ii ■ irbolaoDii Mul > psrnidoiu euriogit; ; but that of Bre was tlie UW a r . 
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Id oature being earth also — more iu teitdorn, 
Since he could overcome tbem, and foreknew 
The knowledge fatal to their narrow joys, 
Think'st thou I'd take the shape of things that die? 

Cain. But the thing had a demon P 

Luafer. He but woke one 

Iu those he spake to with his fork; tongue. 
I tell thee that the serpent was no more 
Thsn a mere serpent : ask the ehenibim 
Who guard the tempting tree. When thousand ages 
Have roll'd o'er your dead ashes, and your seed's, 
Tile seed of the then world may thus arraj 
Their earliest fault in fable, and attribute 
To me a shape I scoru, as I scorn all 
That bows to liim, who made things but to bend 
Before his sullen, sole eternity ; 
But we, wlio see the truth, must speak it. lliy 
Fond parents listeu'd to a creeping thing," 
And fell. For what should spirits tempt themP What 
Was there to envy in the narrow bounds 
Of Paradise, that spirits who pervade 

Space but I speak to tiiee of what thou know'at not, 

With all thj' tree of knowledge. 

Cm%. But thou canst not 

Speak Bught of knowledge which I would not know. 
And do not thirst to know, and bear a mind 

Luei/er. And heart to look on ? 

Cain. Be it proved. 

l/ueifer. Dareat thou look on Death P 

Cain. He has not ]ret 

Been seen. 

Lucifer. But must be undergone. 

GiMi. My father 

Says he is something dreadful, and my mother 
Weeps when he's named ; and Abel lifts his e^ 



* fLord Bjrcni forgiU, u muiT have done before bim, Uut the wrpeot vw) nol 
trtrping thing" when he tempted Eve. He wm made to go upon hij belly in 
mgDCaa i>f hii eSence ; and we out form no conception of hia ori^nal Bhspe, n 
*W pnbiihl; nnUlie 107 thing now upon earth.] 




To heaven, and Zillali casts hers to the eartb. 
And sighs a prayer; and Adah louks oa me. 
And speaks not. 

Lucifer, And thou ? 

Cain. Thoughts unspeakable 

Crowd in m; breast to bumiug, when I heoi 
Of this almightj Death, wlio is, it seems, 
Inevitable. Could I wrestle with him ? 
I wrestled with the lion, when a boy, 
lu play, till he ran roaring from my gripe. 

Lucifer, It has no shape ; but will absorb all things 
That bear the form of earth-born being. 

Cain, Ah 1 

I thought it WB3 a being ; who could do 
Such evil things to beings save a being ? 

Lucifer. Ask the Destroyer. 

Gtin, Whop 

Ltidfer, The Maker—Call htm | 

Which name thoa wilt ; he makes but to destroy. 

Cain. I knew not that, yet thought it, since I beard 
Of death : although I know not what it is, 
Yet it seems horrible, I have look'd out 
In the vast desolate night in search of him ; 
And when I saw gigantic shadows in 
Tlie umbrage of the walls of Eden, ciiequer'd 
By the far-flashing of the cherubs' sworils, 
I watcli'd for what 1 thought his coming ; for 
With fear rose longing in my heart to know 
Wlint 'twas which shook ua all — but notJiing came.* 
And then 1 tum'd my weary eyes from off 
Oar native and forbidden Paradise, 
Up to the lights above us, in the azure. 
Which are so beautiful : shall they, too, die? 

Luc^er. Perhaps — but long outlive both thine and thee. 

CatM. I'm glad of thai : I would not have them die — 



* (It maj Kpi««r rn? prcMi)(?, but it ia «a-Ulnl]i ■ mj oMohm oritininn, tlnl II 
JD1U1K rHiniljr of muikind bid. lung ore Ihit, been hmlliat wilJi thr lUali <ifanim 
m th»X il u not quila ooiuwiTittilB tLat tlin; iluniltl be at ■ loa to omjiKitim ^ 
Dfoth iru.~J»nun. The rriliciim » jiirt. What Hemii nwllj ■ 
tbUitSnj ibodld boteqaoted Itui >ot" 
, MB ipilLrt of pnue.] 
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They are so lovely. Wliat is death ? I fear, 
I feel, it is a dreadful tiling ; but what, 
I cannot compass : 'tis denounced against us. 
Both them who sina'd and sinu'd not, as an 111- 
What ill ? 

Lucifer. To be resolved into the earth. 



Gjtn. But shall I know it P 
Imcifer, 



As I know not death, 



I 



cannot answer. 

CaiTt. Were I quiet earth. 

That were no evil : would I ue'er had been 
Aught else but dust I 

Zncifer. That is a grovelling wish, 

Less than thy father's, for he wisli'd to know. 

Cain. But not to Uve, or wherefore pluok'd he not 
The life-tree P 

I/ueifi^. He was hinder'd. 

din. Deadly error ! 

Not to snatch first that fruit ; — but ere lie pluck'd 
The knowledge, he was ignorant of death. 
Alas I I scarcely know now what it is, 
And yet I fear it — for I know not wliat ! 

laicifer. And I, who know all things, fear nothing ; see 
What is true knowledge. 

Cain. Wilt thou teach me all? 

Luci/ifr. Ay, upon one condition. 

Gtitt. Name it. 

Luci/er. That 

Tbon doat fall down and worship rae — thy Lord. 

Cain, Thou art not the Lord my father worships. 

ZiKJfer. 

Cain. His equal P 

Lueifcr. No ; — I have nought il 

Nor would : I would be aught above — beneath — 
Aught save a sharer or a servant of 
His power. I dwell apart ; but I am great : — 
Many there are who worship me, and more 
Who sliall — be thou amongst the first. 

f.ain. I never 

ha yet have how'd unto my father's God, 



No. 
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Altliough my brother Abel oft implores 
That I would join witli him in sacrifice : — 
Why should I bow to thee ? 

Lvciftr. Hast thou ne'er bow'd 

To him ? 

Cain. Have I not said it ? — need I say it ? 
Could not thy mighty knowledge teiich thee tiiat ? 

J/ucifer. He who bowa not to him has bow'd to me. 

Cain. But I will bend to neither. 

Lueifer. Ne'er the less, 

Thou art my worsliipper; not worshipping 
Him makes thee mine the aame. 

Cain. And what is that P 

Lucifer. Tlion'lt know here — and hereafter, 

Cain. Let me b 

Be taught the mystery of my being. 

Lucifer. Follow 

Where i will lead thee. 

Giin. But I must retire 
To till the earth — for I had promised 

Luc^er. What? 

Cain. To cull some first-fruit«. 

Ludjw. Why ? 

Cain. To offer np 

With Abel ou an aitar. 

Lucifer. Said'st thou not 

Thou ne'er badst bent to liim who mode thee ? 

Cain. Yes — 
But Abel's eaiueat prayer lias wrought upon me; 
The offering is more his than mine — and Adah 

Lucifer. Why dost thou hesitate ? 

Cain, She is my sister, 

Bom on the same day, of the same womb ; and 
She wrung from me, with tears, this promise ; and 
leather than see )icr weep, 1 would, methinks, 
Bear all— and worship augbt. 

Jjuei/er. Then follow me! 

Cain. I will.' 



■ [TliaflntiB 



tivw of Lucifor wllli Ciui) a full of in 
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Adah. My brother, I have come for thee; 

It is our hour of rest and joy — and we 
Have less without thee. Thou hast labour'd not 
This morn ; but I have done thy task : the fruits 
Are ripe, and glowing aa the light which ripens ; 
Come away. 

Cain. Seest thou not ? 

Ada&. I see an angel ) 

We have «en mauy ; will he share our hour 
Of rest ? — he is Telcome. 

Cai». But be is not like 

The angeb we have seen. 

Adah. Are there, then, others P 

But he is welcome, aa they were ; they deign'd 
To be our guesta — will he ? 

Cain {to Lw^er). Wilt thouP 

Lucifer. I aak 

Tliee to be mine. 

Cain. I must away with him. 

Adah. And leave us F 

Cai». Ay. 

Adah. And me ? 

Cain, Beloved Adah ! 

Adai. Let me go with thee. 

Lueifer. No, she must not. 

Adak. Who 

Art thou that steppest between heart and heart ? 

Cain. He is a god. 

Ad/^. How know'st thou? 

Cain. He speaks like 

A god. 

Adah. So did the serpent, and it lied. 

LwAfer. Thou errest, Adah I — wos not the tree that 
Of knowledge ? 

Adah. Ay — to our eternal sorrow, 

Lucifer. And yet that grief is knowledge— so he bed not; 
And if he did betmy you, 'twaa with truth; 
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And truth in its own essence cannot be 
But good. 

Adah. But all we know of it hss gather'd 
Evil on ill ; expulsion from our home. 
And dread, and toil, and sweat, and heaviness ; 
Bemorse of that which was — and hope of that 
Which Cometh not. Cain ! walk not with this s{Mrit. 
Bear with what we have borne, and love me — I 
Love thee. 

Lucifer. More than thy mother, and thy sire P 

Adah. I do. Is that a sin, too ? 

Lucifer. No, not yet ; 

It one day will be in your children. 

Adah. Wliat t 

Must not my daughter love her brother Enoch P 

Lucifer. Not as thou lovest Caiiu 

Adah. Oh, my God t 

Shall they not love and bring forth things that love 
Out of their love ? have tliey not drawn their milk 
Out of this bosom ? was not he, tlicir father. 
Bom of the same sole womb, in the same hour 
With me? did we not love each other? and 
In multiplying our being multiply 
Things which will love each other as we love 
Them ? — And as I love thee, my Cain ! go not 
Forth with this spirit; he is not of ours. 

Lucifer. The sin I speak of ia not of my making, 
And cannot be a sin in you — whate'er 
It seem in those who will replace ye in 
Mortality.* 

AdaA, What is the sin which is not 
Sin in itself? Can circumstance make sin 
Of virtue ? — if it doth, we are the slaves 
Of 

Lucifer. Higher tilings than ye are slaves: and higher 
Than them or ye would he so, did lliey not 
Prefer an indcjiendency of torture 
To the smooth ugouiea of adulation. 
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In hTmns and harping, .iiul sidf-seekiiig prayen, 
To that which is omnipotent, because 
It is omnipotent, aud not from love, 
But Krror and self-hope. 

Adah, Omnipotence 

Must he all goodness. 

Lucifer. Was it so in Eden ? 

AdaA. Fiend I tempt me not with beauty ; tliou art fairer 
Than was the serpent, and as false. 

Luci/er. As true. 

Ask Eve, your mother: bears she not the knowledge 
Of good and evil ? 

AiiaA. Oh, my mother I thou 

Hast piuck'd a fruit more fatal to tliine offspring 
Than to thyself; thou at the least hast pass'd 
Thy youth in Paradise, in innocent 
And happy intercourse with happy spirits : 
But we, thy children, ignorant of Eden, 
Are girt about by demons, who assume 
The words of God, and tempt us with our own 
Dissatisfied and curious thoughts— as thou 
Wert work'd on by the snake, in thy most flush'd 
And heedless, harmless wantonness of biiss, 
I cannot answer this immortal thing 
Which stands before me; I cannot abhor him; 
I look upon him with a pleasing fear. 
And yet I fly not from him : in hia eye 
There is a fastening attraction which 
Fixes my fluttering eyes on his ; my heart 
Beats quick ; he awes me, and yet draws me near. 
Nearer and nearer: — Cain — Cain — save me from himl' 

Cain, What dreads my Adah ? This is no ill spirit. 

AdiiA. He is not God — nor God's : I have beheld 
The cherubs and the seraphs ; he looks not 
Like them. 

Cain. But tliere are spirits loftier still — ■ 

The archangels, 

• ["The awcmnl," nji Jeffrey, "of Um Curiiuilion which Lmafer eienases otbt 
Adtk U idsgoiticeiit,"— a cold culogium of olul U, perbap*, Ihe moM Sh>k>peuuD 
qtcoh in Lnnl Bjmn's tngeJUi-J 
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Luctfer. And atiil loftier than the archangels. 

Adah. Ay — but not blessed. 

Lucifer. If the blessedness 

Consists in slavery — no. 

Jdai. I have heard it said. 

The seraphs love mott — cherubim hnoio mott — 
And this should be a cherub — since he loves not, 

htteifer. And if the higher knowledge quenches love, 
What must ke he you cannot love when known P ' 
Since the all-knowing cherubim love least. 
The seraphs' love can be but ignorance : 
That they are not compatible, the doom 
Of thy fond parents, for their daring, proves. 
Choose betwixt love and knowledge — since there is 
No other choice : your sire hath chosen already : 
His worship is but fear. 

Adah, Oh, Cain I choose love. 

Cain. For thee, my Adah, I choose not — it was 
Bom with me — but I love nought else. 

Adah. Our parents P 

Cain. Did they love ub when they snatcli'd from the tree 
That which hath driven us all from Paradise ? 

Adah, We were not born then — and if we had been, 
Should we not love them and our children, Cain ? 

Cain. My little Enoch I and his lisping sister ! 
Could I but deem them happy, I would half 

Forget but it can never be forgotten 

Through thrice a thousand generations ! never 

Shall men love the remembraTice of the man 

Wlio sow'd the seed of evil and mankind 

In the »ame hour ! They pluck'd the tree of science 

And sin — and, not content with their own sorrow. 

Begot me — thee — and all the few tlmt are. 

And all the unnumbei'd and innumerable 

Multitudes, millions, myriads, which may be. 

To inherit agonies accumulated 

By agea ! — and / must be sire of such things t 

Thy beauty and tliy love^my love and joy. 



* [" What oui A< b« who pbw» lu 
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The rapliirous moment and the placid hour,' 

All we love in our children and each other. 

But lead them and ouraelves through manj years 

Of sin and pain — or few, but still of sorrow, 

Intercheck'd with an instant of brief pleasure, 

To Death — tlie unknown ! Methinka the tree of knowledge 

Halli not fulfiU'd its promise :— if ihej ainn'd. 

At lenst they ought to have known all things that are 

Of knowledge — and the mystery of death. 

Wliat do they know ? — that they are miserable. 

What need of snakes and fruits to teach us thatP 

At/aA. I am not wretched, Cain, and if thou 
Wert liappj 

Csin. Be thon happy, then, alone — 

I will hnve nouglit to do with happiuess. 
Which humbles me and mine, 

AdaA. Alone I could not, 

Nor iEvuld be happy; but with those around us 
1 think I could be so, despite of death. 
Which, as I know it not, I dread not, though 
It seems an awful shadow — if I may 
Jndge from what I have heard. 

Lucifer. And thou coaldst not 

Alone, thou say'at, be happy ? 

Adah. Alone ! Oh, my God I 

Who could be happy and alone, or good ? 
To me my solitude seems sin; unless 
When I think how soon I shall see my brother, 
Hifl brother, and our children, and our parents. 

2/iieifer. Yet thy God is alone; and is he happy. 
Lonely, and good? 

AdaA. He is not so; he hath 

The angels and the mortals to make happy. 
And thus becomes so in diffusing joy. 
What else can joy be, but the spreading joy? 

Lnclfer. Ask of your sire, the exile fresh from Eden ; 
Or of his first-born son : ask your own heart : 
It is not tranquil. 

M wlucli it will <lo ^Mtit fi 



AdaA. Alas ! no t and yon — 

Are you of heaven ? 

Luei/er. If I am not, enquire 

The cause of this all-spreading happiness 
(Which you proclaim) of tlie ail-great and good 
Malcer of life and living things ; it is 
His secret, and he keeps it. We must bear. 
And some of us resist, and both in vain, 
His seraphs say : but it is wortli the trial. 
Since better may not be without : there is 
A wisdom in the spirit, which directs 
To right, aa in the dim blue air the eye 
Of you, young mortals, lights at once upon 
Tlie star wliich watches, welcoming the mom. 

Adah. It is a beautiful star ■ I love it for 
Its beauty. 

Lucifer. And why not adore? 

Adah. Our father 

Adores the Invisible only. 

Lucifer. But the sjnnbols 

Of the Invisible are the loveliest 
Of what is visible ; and you bright star 
Is leader of the host of heaven. 

Adah. Our fathei 

Saith that lie has beheld the God himself 
Wlio made him aud our mother. 

Lucifer. Hast thou seen h 

.idah, Tes — in his works. 

Lucifer. But in his being ? 

Save in my father, who is God's own image; 
Or in his angels, who are like to thee — 
And brighter, yet less beautiful and powerful 
In seeming : as the silent sunny noon. 
All light, they look upon ua ; but thou seem'st 
Like an ethereal night, where long white clouds 
Streak the deep purple, and unnumber'd stars 
Spangle the wonderful mysterious vault 
With things that look as if they would be suns; 
So beautiful, unnumber'd, and enilearing. 
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Not dazzling, and jet dmwitig us to them. 
They fill my eyes with tears, aiid so dost thou. 
Thou seem'st unhappy : do not make ua so. 
And 1 will weep for thee.* 

Lucifer. Alaa ! those tears ! 
Cooldst thou but know what oceans will be shed ■ 

AdaA. By me P 

Lucifer. By all. 

Adah. "What all ? 

Lueifer. The million millioua — 

The myriad myriads — the all-peopled earth — 
The unpeopled earth — and the o'er-peopled hell. 
Of which thy bosom is the germ. 

Adah. Cain 1 

This spirit curseth us. 

Cain. Let liim say on j 
Him will I follow. 

Adah. Whither? 

Lufifer. To a place 

Whence he shall come back to thee in an hour ; 
But in that hour see tilings of many days. 

Adah. How can that be ? 

Lueifer. Did not ynur Maker make 

Out of old worlds this new one in few days ? 
And cannot I, who aided in this work, 
Sliow in an hour what he hath made in many, 
Or hath deatro/d in few ? 

Cain. Lead on. 

Adah. Will he, 

In sooth, return within an hour ? 

Lumfer. He shall. 

With us acts are exempt from time, and we 
Can crowd eternity into an hour, 
Or stretch an hour into eternity : 
We breathe not by a mortal measurement — 
But thaf s a mystery. Cain, come on with me. 

* [HUtco'i SktAn, irith hia bded mojcBtj, uul blonted but not obliterated glorj, 
held* u mqtendfd bMwecD terror snd sioBiemeDt, vitli something like awa of hia 
■foritiBl HWDBe and loat estata ; bat Lord Bjron hu introduced him to ua u elegant, 
pnun, and beaaUfal, with an air of udnesi and suSmug that nuka him witb tha 

mUMUWuJ, and beapeaki oat ^itj.^BrU. Cril.} 
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AdaA. Wai he retnm P 

Lucifer. Ay, woman ! he alone 

Of mortals from that place (the first and last 
Who shall return, save One), shall come back to thee. 
To make that silent and expectant world 
As populous as this : at present there 
Are few inhabitants. 

JdaA. Where dwellest thouP 

Luc'ifer. Throughout all space. Where should I dwell? Where 
are 
Thy God or Gods— there am I : all things are 
Divided with me: life and death — and time — 
Eternity — and heaven and earth — and that 
Whicb is not heaven nor earth, but peopled *ith 
Those who once peopled or shall people botli — 
These are my realms I so that I do divide 
Hit, and possess a kingdom which is not 
Uit. If I were not that which I liave said, 
Conld I stand here? His angels are within 
Your vision. 

Adah. So they were when the fair serpent 
Spoke with our mother first. 

lucifer. Cain ! thou hast heard 

If thou dost long for knowledge, I can satiate 
That thirst; nor ask thee to partake of fruits 
Which shall deprive thee of a single good 
~ e conqueror h ' " ^ 



Cain. Spirit, I have said it. 



[Sieiuit LuoiraB aiwl Cisa, 



AdaA {/olUnea exclaiming). Cain 1 my brother 1 Cain I 
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So»l I.—Tkt Ahya of Spaet.l 

Gun. T tread on air, and sink not ; yet I fpar 
To sink. 

Luciftr. Have faith in me, and thou shalt be 
Bonie (in the air, of wliich I am the prince. 

Cain. Can I do bo without impiety ? 

Lucifer. Believe — and sink not I doubt — and perish I thus 
Would run the edict of the other God, 
Who names me demon to hia angeU; they 
Echo the sound to miseroble things, 
Which, knowing nought beyond our shallow senses, 
Worship the word whicli strikes their ear, and deem 
Evi) or good what is proclaim'd to them 
In their abasement. I will have none such ; 
Worship or worship not, thou shalt behold 
The worlds beyond thy little world, nor he 
Amerced for doubts beyond thy little life, 
With torture of my dooming. There will come 
An hour, when, toss'd upon some water-drops,' 
A man shall say to a man, " Believe in me. 
And walk the waters;" and the man shall walk 
The billows and be safe. / will not say. 
Believe in me, as a conditional creed 
To save thee ; but fly with me o'er the gnlf 
Of space an equal flight, and I will show 
What thou dar'st not deny, — the history 
Of past, and present, and of future worlds. 



[" Ad hour, wben miking on ■ pett; Uke."- 
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Cain. Oh, god, or demon, or whale' er thou art. 
Is JOS our earth ? 

Lucifer. Dost thoa not recognise 

The duBt which form'd your father P 

Cain. Can it be P 

Yon small blue circle, swinging in far ether. 
With an inferior circlet near it still, 
Which looks like that which lit our earthly night P 
Is this our paradise ? Where are its walls. 
And they who guard them ? 

Lucifer. Point me out the site 

Of Paradise. 

Cain. How should I ? As we move 

Like sunbeams onward, it grows small and smaller. 
And a3 it waxes little, and then less. 
Gathers a lialo round it, like the lig)it 
Wliich shone the roundest of the stars, when I 
Beheld them from the skirts of Paradise : 
Methinks they both, as we recede from them. 
Appear to join the innumerable stars 
^ liich ate around us ; and, as we move on. 
Increase their myriads. 

Lucifer, And if there should be 

"Worlds greater than thine own, inhabil^d 
By greater things, and they tliemselvcs far more 
In number than the dust of thy dull earth. 
Though multiplied to animated atoms, 
AU living, and all doom'd lo death, and wretched, 
"What wouldst thou think ? 

Cain. I should be proud of ihongiit 

Which knew such things. 

Lucifer. But if that liigh thought wen* 

Link'd to a servile mass of matter, and. 
Knowing such things, aspiring to such things. 
And science still beyond them, were chnin'd down 
To the most gross and petty paltry wants, 
All foul and fulsome, and the very best 
Of thine enjoymeuta a sweet degradation^ 
A most enervating and filthy clieat 
To lurr thee on to the renewal of 
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Fresh souls and bodies, all foieduom'd to be 
As frail, and few so happy ■ 

Cain. Spirit I I 

Know nought of ilealh, save as a dreudful thing 
Of which 1 have heard my parents speak, as of 
A hideous heritage I owe to them 
No less than life ; a heritage not happj. 
If I may judge, till now. But, spirit ! if 
It be as thou hast said (and I within 
Fe«l the prophetic torture of its truth). 
Here let nie die ; for to give birth to thone 
Who can but suffer many yeiirs, and die, 
Methinks is merely propagating death. 
And multiplying murder, 

Lucifer. Thou canst not 

Alt die — there is what must survive. 

Cain. The Other 

Spake not of this unto my father, when 
He shut him forth from Paradise, with death 
'Written upon his forehead. But at least 
Let what is mortal of me perisli, that 
I may be in the rest as angels are. 

I/ucifer. I am angelic : wouldst thou be as I am ? 

Cain. I know not what thou art: I see ihy power, 
And see thou show'st roe things beyond mi/ power, 
Beyond ali power of my born faculties, 
Although inferior slill to my desires 
And my conceptions. 

luci/er. Wliat are they which dwell 

[to numbly in their pride, as to sojourn 
With worms in clay ? 

Cain. And what art thou who dwellest 

So haughtily in spirit, and canst range 
Nature and immortality — and yet 
Seem'st sorrowful ? 

Lvei/er. I seem that which I am ; 

And therefore do I ask of thee, if thou 
Wouldst be immortal ? 

Cain. Tliou hsst said, I must be 

Immortal in despite of me. I knew not 
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This until lately — but since it must be. 
Let me, or happy or ualiappj, learn 
To anticipate my immortality. 

1/utn/er. Thou didflt before I came upon thee. 

Cain. How P 

Lucifer. By suffering. 

Cain. And most torture be immortal F 

Lucifer. We and thy sons will try. Sut now, behold I 
Is it not glorious ? 

Cain. Oh, thou beautiful 

And unimaginable ether 1 and 
Ye multiplying masses of increased 
And still increasing lights ! what are yeP what 
Is this blue wilderness of interminable 
Air, where ye roll along, as I have seen 
The leaves along the limpid streams of Eden P 
Is your course measured for ve ? Or do ye i 

Sweep on in your unbounded revelry 
Through an aerial universe of endless 
Expansion — at which my aoul aches to think— 
Intoxicated with eternity P 
Oh God ! Oh Gods ! or whatsoe'er ye are I 
How beautiful ye are! Iiow beautiful 
Tfour works, or accidents, or whatsoe'er 
They may be I Let me die, as atoms die, 
(If that they die) or know ye in your might 
And knowledge I My tiioughts are not in tliis hour 
Unworthy what 1 see, though my dust is ; 
Spirit I let me expire, or see them nearer. 

J/uciffT. Art thou not nearer? look back to thine orthl 

Cain. Where ia it ? 1 sec nothing save a mass 



Of most innumerable lights, 
Lwrifer. 
Cain. I c&onot sec it. 



Look there ! 



Yet it sparkles still. 



Lme^fr. 

Gtin. That!— vonderl 

Lnr'/er. 



Wliy, I have scpn the fire-flies and 6rc-worms 
Sprinkle the dusky groves and thr gneii bunks 



And wilt thou tell me soF | 
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In the dim twilight, brighter than yon world 
Which bears them. 

Lurifer. Thou hast seen both worms and worlds, 

Each bright and sparkling — wliat dost think of them? 

Cain. That they are beautiful in their own sphere. 
And that the night, which makes both beautiful. 
The little shining fire-fly in its tliglit, 
And the immortal star in its great course, 
Must both be guided. 

LMcifer. But by whom or what ? 

Cain. Show me. 

Laei/er. Oar's! thou behold ? 

Cain. How know I what 

I dare behold ? As yet, thou hast shown nougiit 
I dare not gaze on further. 

Lwdfer. On, then, with me. 

Wouldst thou behold tilings mortal or immortal ? 

Cain. Why, what are things ? 

Ltunfer. Both partly : but what doth 

Sit neit thy heart? 

Cain. The things I see, 

Lttcifer. but what 

Sale nearest it ? 

Cain. The things I have not seen. 

Nor ever shall — the mysteries of death. 

iMcifer. What, if I show to thee things which have died. 
As I have shown thee much which caimot die P 

Cain. Do so. 

I/Heifer. Away, then ! on our mighty wings. 

Cain. Oh! how we cleave tlie blue! Tlie stars fade froir 
us! 
The earth ! where is my earth ? Let me look on it. 
For I was made of it. 

Luci/er. 'Tis now beyond thee. 

Leu, in the univers?, than thou in it; 
Yet deem not that thou canst escape it ; thou 
}>halt soon return to earth, ami all its dust : 
'Tis part of thy eternity, and mine. 

Cain. Where dost thou lead me? 

I'vci^er. To what was before thee I 
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'riie phaiitBsin ot llie world ; of wliich thy world 
la but tlie wreck. 

Cain. What ! is it not tlicn new? 

Lucifer. No more than life is ; and that wajj ere thou 
Or / were, or the things which Beem lo us 
Greater than either ; many things will have 
No end; and some, which would pretend to have 
Had no beginning, have had one as mean 
&.S thou; and mightier things have been exlincl 
To make way for much meaner than we can 
Surmise; for lavmenU only and the »ptu:e 
Have been and must be all unchaitgeable. 
But changes make not death, except to clay ; 
Bnt thou art clay — and canst but comprclieMfl 
That which was clay, and such thou shalt bfliold. 

Cain. Clay, spirit I what thou wilt, I can survey. 

Lucifer. Away, then t 

Cain. But the lights fade frniu nie fast. 

And some till now grew larger as »e approach'd. 
And wore the look of worlds. 

Lucifer. And euch they are. 

Cain. And Edens in them? 

Lucifer. It may be. 

Cain. And men? 

Lucifer. Yea, or tilings higher. 

Cain. Ay I and seqienls too ? 

Lucifer, Wouldst tbou have men without lliein p must no 
reptiles 
Breathe, save the erect onesF 

Cain, How the bglils rewde! 

"Where fly we P 

Lucifer. To the world of phantoms, which 

Are beings part, uid shadows still to come. 

Cain, But it grows dark, and dark — the stars arc gone I 

Lucifer. And jel thou seest. 

Cain. "Tis a fearful light I 

No sun, no moon, no lights innumerable, 
Tlie very blue of the empurpled night 
Fades to a dreary twilight, yet I see 
Huge dusky masses ; but unlike the worlds 
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"We were approaching, wiiich, begirt with light, 
Seein'd full of life even wlieii iheir atmosphere 
Of light, gave way, and show'ii tliem taking shapes 
TJneqnul, of deep valleys and vast momitains ; 
And some emitting sparks, and some displaying 
Enonnoos liquid plains, and some begirt 
With luminous belts, and floating moons, which took, 
Lite them, the features of fair ejrth :— instead. 
All here seems dark and dreadful. 

jMei/er. Bat distinct. 

"Kuia seekest to behold death, and dead tilings ? 

Cai». I seek it not; but as I know there are 
Such, and that my sire's sin makes Mm and me. 
And all that we inherit, liable 
Ta such, I would behold at once, what I 
Most one day see perforce. 

Zuei/er. Behold 1 

Cain. "Tis darkness. 

Lucifer. And so it shall be ever ; but we will 
Unfold its gates 1 

Cain. Enormous vapours roll 

Apart— whafs this P 

Lucifer. Enter I 

Grin. Can I return ? 

Lucifer. Ketum ! be sure : how else should death be ]»eopled? 
Its present realm is thin to what it will be, 
llirough thee and thine. 

Caitt. The clouds still open wide 

And wider, and make widening circles round us. 

LueifeT, Advance! 

Cain. And thou! 

Lucifer. Fear not — without me thou 

Couldst not have gone beyond thy world. On ! on I 

{Thes ditapptar Oinrngk ikt cluadt. 
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Cain. How silent and how vast are tliese iliin worlds 1 
For they seem more than one, and yet more peopled 
Than the huge brilliant luminous orbs which swung 
So thickly in the upper air, that I 
Had deem'd them rather the bright populace 
Of some all unimaginable Heaven, 
Than things to be inhabited themselves. 
But that on drawing near them I beheld 
Their swelling into palpable immensity 
Of matter, wbicli seem'd made for life to dwell on, 
Rather than life itself. But here, all is 
So shadowy, and so full of twilight, tliat 
It speaks of a day past. 

Liieifer. It is the realm 

Of death. — Wouldst have it present? 

Cain. Till I know 

That which it really is, I cannot answer. 
But if it be as I have heard my father 
Deal out in his long homilies, 'tia a thing — 
Oh God ! I dare not tliink on't ! Cursed be 

* riiard BjTOD, In tna of hii lettoi, itetn hii object in carrjing Otin 
whiu ia psoplad with the iobabituit* of our pro-Adamits vorld : "Cuii ia * . 
Bltn : If Lvsihr pronuMd turn kingdom, fto., it would dolt him : the object of tl 
damoa b to drpittt bim itiU ftirthcr in hii own tgtiouitiiiD thnii he wu befora, tl 
■hawing hia inSnita thiogi aod hii own ibuonenl, till ho &11b into ths (naw 
mind that lowls tu the ntutrD)>hs, from men intemal irritttiDn, not premeditUioa, 
ornnTj nl Abtt (which would have madE faun itontemptiblr), but fnnD nu{« lud tarf 
■gaian (he inulequBcj or hia atate lu hta eonwinJuos, and which diwhjirgn italf 
rubtr a^iiat life, and the Antlior of life, Ihan the mere liring. Hi* lubaniuuit 
nmona u the natural effect o( luaking on hia ciuldu deed. Had the deed bom 
frtmtdiloUd, hia repentaD« would hare beeu tardier.'^ 

Vhen Ludfei himtelf had nrsaiiaed that suffaiings wen the lot of Ibuae i[Nrila who 
kad nded with him againat Jehovah, la it likeij that a more accunic knowledg* of 
Ihem wonld inertaae Caia'a eagameiiai fur the alliaooe, or that he woukl not rathrr 
hare inquind whether a better furtune did nut await the adhennta of the triomphant 
«de ( The apectafle at muij mined worlda was more liket; to awe a morlal into 
aBbmiaaiaD, thiui to rouac him to ha|>olc<a reuatauiti. — Diauur Uiaca.] 
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He who iuveiited life that leads fo death ! 
Or the dull mass of life, tlint, beiug life. 
Could not retain, but needs must forfeit it — 
£veu for the innoceut 1 

LitcifeT. Doat thou curse thy father P 

Cain, Carsed he not me in giving me my birth P 
Cursed he not me before ray birth, in daring 
To pluck the fruit forbidden ? 

Lucifer. Thou sa/st well : 

The curse is mutual 'twist thy sire and thee — 
But for thy sous and brother p 

Cain. Let them share it 

With me, their aire and brother I What else is 
Bequeath'd to me P I leave them my inheritance. 
Oh, ye interminable gloomy realms 
Of swimming shadows and enormous shapes. 
Some fully shown, some indistinct, and all 
Mighty and melancholy — what are ye ? 
Lire ye, or have ye lived P 

Lucifer. Somewhat of both. 

Cain. Then what is death P 

L%cifer. What P Hath not he who n 

Said 'tis another life ? 

Cain. Till now he hath 

Said notliing, save that all shall die. 

Ludfer. Perhaps 

He one day will unfold that further secret. 

Cain. Happy the day I 

Lucifer. Yes j happy I when unfolded. 

Through agonies unspeakable, and clogg'd 
With agonies eternal, to innumerable 
Tet unborn myriads of unconscious atoms, 
All to be animated for this oiily I 

Cain. What are tliese mighty phantoms which T see 
Floating around me P — Tliey wear not tlie furm 
Of the intelligences I have seen 
Bound our regretted and unenter'd Eden, 
Nor wear the form of man as I have vicw'd it 
In Adam's and in Abel's, and in miue. 
Nor in my aister-b ride's, nor in my children's ; 
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And yet they have an aspect, whicli, though not 
Of men nor angels, looks like something, which. 
If not the last, rose higher tlian the first, 
Haughty, and high, and beautiful, and full 
Of seeming strength, but of inexpHcable 
Shape ; for I never saw such. They bear not 
The wing of eeraph, nor the face of man. 
Nor form of mightiest brute, nor aught that is 
Now breathing; mighty yet and beautiful 
As the most beautiful and mighty which 
Live, and yet so unlike them, that I scarce 
Can call them living.' 

Lucifer. Yet they lived. 

Cain. Where P 

Lvci/er. WbcTc 

Thou Uvest. 

Cain. When? 

Lucifer. On what thon callest earth 

They did inhabit. 

Cain. Adam is the first. 

Lucifer. Of tliine, I grant thee — but too mean to be 
The last of these. 

Cain. And what are they ? 

Lucifer. That which 

Thou Shalt be. 

Cain. But what were they F 

Lueifer. Living, high, 

IntcUigent, good, great, and glorious things, 
Aa much superior unto all thy sire, 
Adam, could e'er have been in Eden, as 
Tlie sixty-tliousandth generation shall be. 
In ita dull damp degeneracy, to 
Thee and thy eon ; — and how weak they are, judge 
Ily thy own flesli. 

Cain. Ah me ! and did l&ey perish ? 

Luc^er. Yes, from their earth, as thou wilt fade from thine. 

Cat*. But was mine theirs? 

' [" I li»»e lappned Oun to b« .tioim in Ihs riUimnl pn-Adjunito, be'mtt sndiivt 
*1U| > hmher iDtcllljtfiiA' Ihvi man, hul loUllr ddIIIi* him io rorm, ■nil Hilh nw 
(leittcr lUcDgUi uf uiuJ miiJ itmo.~~Lvnt B.'t LtlUrt.) 
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But not E 
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It is too little and too lowly to 
Siutain such creatures. 

Lucifer. True, it was more glorious. 

Gtia. And wherefore did it fall ? 

Luei/er. Ask him who Mis. 

Cain. But how P 

Lucifer. By a most crushiiij; aud inexorable 

Destruction aud disorder of the elements, 
^Vhich struclc a world to chaos, as a clioos 
Subsidiug has struck out a world : such things, 
llioogh rare in time, are frequent iti eternity. — 
Pass on, and gaze upon the past. 

Cain. 'Tis awful ! 

Lucifer. And true. Behold these phantoms ! they were onca 
Material as thou art. 

Gnu. And must I be 

Like them p 

Lucifer. Let He who made tliee answer that. 
I show thee what thy predecessors are. 
And what they vere thou feelest, in degree 

Inferior as thy petty feelings and . 

Thy pettier portion of the immortal part 
Of high intelligence and earthly strength. 
What ye in common have with what they had 
Is life, and what ye *hall have — death : the rest 
Of your poor attributes is such as suits 
Bepttles engender'd out of the subsiding 
Slime of a mighty universe, crush'd into 
A scarcely-yet shaped planet, peopled with 
Things whose enjoyment was to be in blindness — 
A Paradise of Ignorance, from which 
Knowledge was barred as poison. But behold 
What these su|>erior beings are or were ; 
Or, if it irk thee, turn thee back and till 
The earth, thy task — I'll waft thee there in safety. 

Cain, No : I'll stay here. 

Ludfer. How long? 

£bM. For ever I Since 
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1 must one day return here from tlie earth, 

I rather would remain ; 1 am sick of nil 

'i'hat dust has showu me^let me dwell in shadov!>. 

Jiueifer. It cannot be : thou now beholdest as 
A vision that wliich is reality. 
To make thyself Gt for this dwelling, thon 
Must pass through what the things thou see'st have pau'd — 
Tlie gates of death. 

Cain. By what gat« hove we enter'd 

Even now ? 

Lueifer. By mine ! But, plighted to return. 
My spirit buoys thee up to breathe in regions 
Where all is breathless save thyself. Gaze on ; 
Bat do not think to dwell here till thine hour 
Is come. 

Cain. And these, too ; can they ne'er repass 
To earth agtun P 

LwAfer. Th^nr earth is gone for ever-— 

So changed by its convulsion, they would not 
Be conscious to a single present spot 
Of its new ecarcely harden'd surface — 'twas — 
Oh, what a beautiful world it waal* 

Cain, And is. 

It is not with the earth, though I must till it, 
I feel at war, but that I may not profit 
By what it bears of beautiful, unloiling, 
Nor gratify my thousand swelling thoughts 
With knowledge, nor allay ray thousand fears 
Of death and life. 

Luei/er. What thy world is, thou see'st, 

* [Ur. Oifford hantig, tliraugh Mr. Uum;, suggen«d lli« propriFtj of otaittiol ] 
turtiuti of Uiia Jialogna, Lord Hjiud replied : " The two psangn esnnot he kImm 
witbout makiog Lnuror Ulk like the Biihop of London, which wcolil not ba io Um 
ihuKter of the fomiM, The Datias it from Covier ithU of the oU worUi). Tbf 
other fB^Bgo ia alio in ehanrtcr ; if norunur, w mnah the better, beMiue then il 
au do BD harm ; and the <illicr Balan ii iiik1o> the lafor for tmj budj. Ai tu 
' alamii,' ko., do you rrallj Uiink •ach tlungs ecer led anj body aatny t Are Hum 
people more impiotw tfaui Millon'i Batau 1 ur the PrQmethtu of £idi;lus I or mo 
than 'tb« SaddncceH,' the 'Fall of Jerufalem ' afMilinaD, tio. t An not Adam, Bt^ 
Adalw and Abtl, at pioua a* the (^techino I OiSord ■• loo vi)i> a tnan to think that 
nuh tkingi can hare anj wriuiu eltect : who wae erer altered by a poem I 1 beg loat* 
to ubacrre, lliat there i* uo oreed or ptmnal hjpotheii* nf mine in all thu ; bntlwM 
obliged (0 make Cain and Lnoifer talk raoauitonllj ; aiid lorelj tltii hae jlirayi htcm 
ivrmitlcd to {ioe(j."J 
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But canst not comprehent] the shadow of 
That nhich it waa. 

Gil*. And those enormous creatures. 

Phantoms inferior in intelhgence 
(At least so seeming) to the things we have pass'd, 
fiesembling sonieirhat the wild habitants 
Of the deep woods of earth, the hugest which 
Boar nightly in the forest, but ten-fold 
In magnitude and terror; taller than 
The cherub-guarded walls of Eden, with 
Eves flashing like the fiery swords which fence them 
And tufks projecting like the trees stripp'd of 
Their hark and branches — what were theyp 

I/uci/er. That which 

The Mammoth is in thy world ; — but these lie 
By myriads underneath its surface. 

Cain. But 

None on it ? 

Lveifer. No : for thy frail race to war 
With them would render the curse oa it useless — 
Twonld be destroy'd so early. 

Cain. But why war? 

Lucifer. You have forgotten the denunciation 
Which drove your race from Eden — war with oil things. 
And death to all things, and disease to most things. 
And pangs, and bitterness ; these were the fruita 
Of the forbidden tree. 

Cain. But animals — 

Did they, too, eat of it, that they must die ? 

Lu^fer. Your Maker told ye, they were made for you. 
As you for him. — You would not have their doom 
Superior to your own ? Had Adam not 
Fallen, all had stood. 

Cain. Alas I the hopeless wretches I 

They too must share my aire's fate, Hke his sons ; 
Like tbem, loo, without having shared the apple ; 
Like them, too, without the so dear-bought knowltdgel 
It was a lying tree — for we knmo nothing. 
At least xipromitei knowledge at theyjrice 
Of death — but huncUdge still : but what k\ams man? 
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Zueifer. It may be death leads to the hiffheH kiin\ 
And beint; of all things the sole thing certain. 
At least leads to the iutmI fcience : therefore 
The tree was true, though deadly. 

Cairt. These dim realm 

I see them, bnt I know them not. 

Lucifer. Because 

Thy hour is yet afar, and matter cannot 
Comprehend spirit wholly — -hut 'tis something 
To know there are such realms. 

Cain, We knew already 

That there was death. 

Lucifer. But not what was beyond it. 

Cain. Nor know 1 now. 

Luc^vr. Thou knowcit that ther 

A state, and many states bei'ond thine own — 
And this thou knewest not this morn. 

Cain. But all 

Seems dim and shadowy. 

Lucifer. Be content; it will 

Seem clearer to thine immortality. 

Cai». And yon immeasurable li[[uid space 
or glorious azure which floata on beyond us, 
Which looks like water, and which I should deem 
The river which flows out. of Paradise 
Past my own dwelling, but that it is bankless 
And boundless, and of on ethereal hue — 
What is it ? 

Lucifer. There is still some such on e.irth. 
Although inferior, and thy children sliail 
Dwell near il^ — 'tis the jihantaara of an ocean. 

Cain. Tia like another world ; a liquid sun— 
And those inorditiiite creatures sporting o'er 
Its shining surface P 

Lucifer, Are its i nimbi tai its, 

The post leviathans. 

Cain. Anil yon immense 

Serpent, wliich re.trs his drippiug mane ntid vasty 
Head ten times higher than the haughtiest cedar 
Forth from the abyss, looking as he could coil 



ledge. 



■ Hi 



CAIN; A MT3TEET. 



Himself aronnd the orbs we lately looVd on — 
h he not of the kind which hask'd beneath 
The tree in Eden? 

httcifer. Eve, thy molherj best 

(in t«U what shape of serpent temjjted her. 

Cain. This seems too terrible. No doubt the other 
Had more of beauty. 

Ltieifer. Hast thoti ne'er beheld him P 

Cain. Many of the Bame kind (at least so called), 
But never that precisely which persuaded 
The fatal fruit, nor even of the same aspect. 

Lveifer. Your father saw him not ? 

Cain. No : 'twas my mother 

Who tempted him — she tempted by the serpent. 

huenftr. Good man ! whene'er thy wife, or thy sous' wives. 
Tempt thee or them to augbt that's new or strange, 
Be sure thou see'st first who hath tempted them. 

Gain. Thy precept comes too late : there is no more 
For aerpenfs to tempt woman to. 

Lucifer. But there 

Are some things still which woman may tempt man to, 
And man tempt woman : — let thy sons look to it ! 
My counsel is a kind one ; for 'tis even 
Given chiefly at my own expense ; 'tis true. 
Twill not be foUow'd, so there's little lost. 

Gan. I understand not this. 

Lucifer. The happier tliou t — 

Thy world and thou are still too young ! Thou thiiikesl 
Thyself most wicked and unhappy : is it 
Not so? 

Cain. For crime, I know not ; but for pain, 
I have felt much. 

Lveifer. First-horn of the first man ! 

Thy present state of sin, and thou art evil — 
Of sorrow, and thou sufferest — are both Eden 
In all its innocence compared to what 
TAoa shortly may'st he ; and that state again. 
In its redoubled wretchedness, a Paradise 
To what thy sons' sons' sons, accumulating 
Id generationa like to dust (which they 
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In fact but sdd too), shall endure and do. — 
Now let U9 back to earth I 

Cain. And wherefore didst thon 

Lead me here only to inform me tliis ? 

Lucifer. Was not thy quest for knowledge ? 

Gtiti. Yes; as being 

The road to happiness. 

Lwif'er. li truth be so, 

TJiou hast it. 

Cain. Then ray father's God did well 

When he prohibited the fatal tree. 

Lucifer. But had done better in not planting it. 
But ignorance of evil doth not save 
From evil ; it must still roll ou ihe same, 
A part of all things. 

Cain. Not of nil things. No: 

I'll not believe it — for I thirst for good. 

Lueifer. And who and what doth not ? Who covets evil 
For its own bitter sakeP — None — nothing I 'tis 
Tlie leaven of all life, and lifelessiiess. 

Cain. Within those glorious orbs which we behold, 
DistAot, and dazzhng, and innumerable, 
Ere we came down into this phantom realm, 
III cannot come : they are too beautiful. 

Lueifer. Thon liast seen them from afar. 

Cain. And what of that P 

Distance eau but diminish glory — they. 
When nearer, must be more ineffable. 

Lueifer. Approach the things of earth most beautiful. 
And judge their beauty near. 

Cain. I have done this — 

Tlie loveliest thing I know is loveliest nearest. 

lAtcifer. Then there must be delusion,— What is that. 
Which being nearest to thine eyes is still 
More beautiful than beauteous things remote P 

Cain. My sister Adah.— Ail the »liirs of lieuven. 
The deep blue noon of night, lit by an orb 
Which looks a spirit, or a spirit's world — 
The huM of twilight — the sun's gorgeous comin^^ 
His setting indescribable, which fills 
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iSj eyes vitli pleasant tears as I beholJ 

Him avk, and Teel my heart Hoat sofily with him 

Along that westera paradise of clouds, 

The forest shade, the green bough, the bird's voice— 

The vesper bird's, which seems to sing of love, 

And mingles with the song of cherubim. 

As the day closes over Eden's walls ; — 

All lliese are nothing, to my eyes and heart, 

like Adah's face: I turn from earth and heaven 

To gaze on it. 

Lucifer. "Tia fair as frail mortality, 

In the first dawn and bloom of young creation. 
And earliest embraces of earth's parents. 
Can make Ha offapritig ; still it is delusion. 

Cain. You think so, being not her brother. 

Lveifer. Mortal I 

My brotherhood's with those who have no ciiiidren. 

Cain. Then thou canst have no fellowship with us, 

Lucifer. It may be that thine own shall be for me. 
Bat if thou dost possess a beautiful 
Being beyond all beauty iu thine eyes. 
Why art thou wretched ? 

Cain. Why do I exist? 

Why art thou wretched ? why are all things so P 
Kv'n he who made us must be, as the muker 
Of things unhapjiy I To produce destruction 
Can surely never be the task of joy. 
And yet my sire says he's omnipotent: 
Then why is evil— he being good P I ask'd 
This question of my father ; and he said, 
Becanse this evil only was the patli 
To good. Strange good, that must arise from out 
Its deadly opposite.' I lately saw 
A lamb stung by a reptile : the poor suckliug 
Lay foaming ou the earth, beneath the vain 

> [God Almightj I 

There u KiEDe aonl of goodneaa in tbings eiil. 
Would dj™ obaervinglj diirtjl it oat ; 
For our bod neighUiurs mnks o» *iirly Wirrew, 
Which i» buth henUhfuI aud good honhaiidry ; 
BcaiilBi, they nre our outwanl a 
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And piteons bleating of its restleas dam ; 
Mj father pluck'd some herbs, and laid ihem to 
The wound ; aticl by degrees the helpless wretdi 
Resumed its careless life, ond rose to drain 
The mother's milk, who o'er it tremulous 
Stood licking its reviving limha with joy. 
Behold, my son ! said Adam, how from evil 
Springs good ! 

Lnci/er. What didst thou answer P 

Cain. Nothing; f 

He is mj father : but I tliought, that 'twere 
A better portion for the animal 
Never to have been tfunff at all, than to 
Purchase renewal of its little life 
With agonies unutterable, though 
Dispell'd by antidotes. 

Lucifer. But as thou saidst 

Of all beloved things thou lovest her 
Who shared thy mother's milk, and giveth hers 
Unto thy children 

Cain. Most assuredly : 

Wliat should I be without her p 

LiK^er. What am IP 

Cain. Dost Uiou love notliing ? 

Liicifer, What does thy God ic 

Cain. All things, my father says; but 1 cotifess 
I see it not in their allotment here. 

LueifeT. And, therefore, thou canst not see if / love 
Or no, except some vast and geuoral purpose. 
To wliich particular things must melt like snows. 

Cain. Shows I what are they P 



Ltiei/er. 



What thy remoter o 

But bnak beneath the dime which km 



T^pnng must encounter ; 



Be happier iu not knowing 



Cain. But doft thou not love soraetliing like thyself? 
Lufifer. And dost thou love Ihyte^f? 



An<l |inuhrni to lu 

ThM *B alunild droi u hirl; for oi 

Tbu maj VI paiMx hoiur ^rom tlte vm£, 

Aad naka ■ VMtd oIUm don) Unuol/.— Smutruu.] 
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Cain. Yes, Lilt love more 

Wliat makes my feelings more eiidunible. 
And !! more than mjaelf, because 1 love it. 

Luiifer. Thou lovest it, because 'Its beautiful. 
As was llie apple in thy mother's eye ; 
And when it ceases to be so, thy love 
Will cease, like any other appetite. 

Cain. Cease to be beautiful I how can that be ? 

Laei/er. With time. 

Cain. But time bas past, and hitiicrto 

Even Adam and my mother both are fair ; 
Nut fair Uke Adah and the seraphim — 
But very fair. 

Lueifer. All that must pass away 

In tbem and her. 

Cain. I'm sorry for it ; but 

C:itinot conceive my love for her the less : 
Atid vlicD ber beauty disappears, ntethinks 
He who creates all beauty will lose more 
Tiian me in seeing perisli such a work. 

Lucifer. 1 pity thee who lovest what must perish. 

Ctiin. And I thee who lov'st notliing. 

Luci/er. And thy brother— 

fiita he not near thy heart ? 

Cain. Wliy should he not ? 

Luci/er. Thy father loves him well— bo does thy God. 

Cain. And so do I. 

Lunfer. 'lis well and meekly done. 

Cain. Meekly t 

Lucifer. He is the second born of flesh, 

And i« his mother's favourite. 

Cai». Let him keep 

Hrr hvour, since the serpent was the first 
To win it. 

Lucifer. And his father's ? 

Cain. What is that 

To me ? should I not love that which all love ? 

Lucifer. And the Jehovah — tlie indulgent Lord, 
And bounteous planter of barr'd Paradise — 
Ue, too, looks smilingly on Abel, 
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Ne'er saw him, and I know nut if he smiles, 

Lucifer. But you have seen his angels. 

Cuin. K.-irelv. 

Lucifer. ' But 

Sufficiently to see they love your brother : 
Ifit sacrifices are acceptuble. 

Cain. So be they ! wherefore speak to me of this P 

Lucifer. Because thou hast thouglit of this ere now. 

Cain, And if 

I iave thought, why recall a thought that (Ae pauta 

agitated) — Spirit 1 
Here we are in thy world ; speak not of mine. 
Thou haat shown nle wonders : thou hast shown ine those 
Highly pre-Adamitcs who walk'd the earth 
Of which ours is the wreck : thou hast pointed out 
Myriads of starry worlds, of which our own 
Is the dim and remote companion, in 
luiinity of life : thou hast shown me shadows 
Of that existence with the dreaded name 

Wliich my sire brought us — Death ; ' tliou hast shown rac much 
But not all : show me where Jehovali dwells. 
In Ids especial Paradise — or thtne : 
Wliere is it ? 

Lucifer. Here, and o'er all space. 

Cain. But ye 

Have some allotted dweUing — as all things; 
Clay Lbs its earth, and other worlds their tenants; 
All temporary breathing creatures their 
Peculiar element ; and things whicii have 
Long ceased to breathe (rur breath, have theirs, thou say'st; 
And the Jehovah anil thyself have thine — 
Ye do not dwell togetlier? 

J/ufifer. No, we reign 

Together; but our dwellings are asunder. 

Cain. Would there were uidy one of ye 1 perchance 
An unity of purpose might make union 
In elements which seem now jarr'd in storms. 

• f"¥bu;li mj lire tknuit frvin— Deatii."— MS.] 
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Hfw came je, being Bpirits wise and infinite. 
To separaU ? Are ye not as brethren in 
Your essence, and your nature, and jour glory P 
Luci/er. Art not thou Abel's brother ? 



Cain 



We are brethren, 



And so we shall remain ; but were it not so, 
Is spirit like to flesh ? can it faL out F 
Infinity with Immortality ? 
Jarring and turning space to misery— 
For what ? 

Lucifer. To reign. 

Cai». Did yc not tell me that 

Te are both eternal ? 

Ludftr. Yea I 

din. And what I have seen^ 

You blae immensity, is boundless? 

Luei/er. Ay. 

Cain. And caimot ye both rei^, tlien ? — is there tiot 
Enough p^why should ye differ ? 

Lucifer. We iofi reign. 

Cain. Bat ooe of you makes evil. 

Imeijer, Which ? 

Cain. Thou I W 

If thou canst do man good, why dost titou not P 

Lueifer. And why not he who made p / made ye not j 
Ye are Ait creatures, and not mine. 

Giiii. Then leave us 

Hit creatures, as thou say'st we are, or show me 
Thy dwelling, itf Ha dwdling. 

Luther. I could show thee 

Both ; but the time will come thou shalt see one 
Of them for evermcffe.' 

Cain. And why not now ? 

LuofiT. Thy human mind hath scarcely grasp to gather 
The little I have shown thee into calm 

* [Is Lord Bjron'g DUry ba Jaouarj S8, 1SS1, we find tlie foUowiog sntij : — 
" Thiught fa a tptech 0/ Lueiftr, vt Ikt Tragtdg of Cain, 
"'"Vtit Dtalk Ka ml, vouU 1 let than Ike I 
Pool 1 lire u I live— u tfaj hther lives, 

w ahsll lire for e»ermore r "]' 
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And clear thought ; and Ih^iu would^l gti on a»pin'ng 
To liie great double Mysteries ! the two Principle* ! * 
And gaze upon them on tlieir secret thrones! 
Dust ! limit thj ambition ; for to see 
Either of these would be for thee to perish ! 

Caitt. And let me perish, so I see them I 

Ludfer. Tliere 

The son of her who snatch'd the apple spake I 
But thoa wouldst only perish, and not see them ; 
That sight is for the other state. 

Cain. Of d«vlh ? 

Lucifer. That is the prelude. 

Cain. Then I dread it less. 

Now that I know it leads to soinetlnng dcBnite. 

Luc^er. And now I will convey thee lo thy world, 
Where thou slialt multiply the race of Adiim, 
Ent, drink, toil, tremble, laugh, weep, sleep, and die. 

Giw. Ajad to what end have I beheld these things 
Which thou hast shown rae ? 

Lucifer, Didst thou not require 

Knowledge? And have I not, in what I show'ii. 
Taught thee to know thyself!* 

Cain. Alas I I seem 

Nothing, 

Lucifer. And this should he the human sum 
Of knowledge, to know mortal nature's nothingness; 
Bequeath that science to thy children, and 
Twill spare them many tortures. 

Cain, Hauglity spirit ! 

Tliou spe&k'st it proudly; but thyself, though proud. 
Hast a superior. 

Luetfer. No I By heaven, wlueh lie 

Holds, and the ahysa, and the immetisiiy 
or worlds and life, which I hold wilh him— No I 
I have a i-iclor — true; but no superior. 

* [It wdbU b« b> do pnrpoat, to nippa« t»o itub oppoaiU pniidplo. Ftir, admit 
ll»( k Mng URnltgljr miaidiiBtoaa were inflnilrlf tunniuR. bdJ iiilliiilflf povirrfal, )ri« 
it mnld do no btU, bvoinM tbe oppoilta t^oaiplo of iafinita goodncM, bcjof aim 
IdCbIUIj *ut anl lonirrrul, thej wunlil tie np mat uiothat'i hands : m tbal, BpM 
Uil* njiiMiuUiii, 1^ Dutiou of a Jail) wuald ligDi^ Juit aotbiog.— TiuunoB.] 
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Homage he has from all — but uone from me : 

I battle it against him, as I battled 

In highest heaven. Through all eternity, 

Aiid the unfathomable gulfs of Hades, 

And the interminable realms of space. 

And the inSnitj of endless ages, 

All, all, will I dispute I And world by world. 

And star by star, and universe by universe. 

Shall tremble iu the bnlaiice, till the great 

Conflict shall cease, if ever it sliall cease, 

Which it ne'er shall, till he or 1 be quench'd I 

And what can queuch otir immortality. 

Or matual and irrevocable hnte? 

He as a conqueror will call the conquer'd 

£pil; but what will be the ffood be gives ? 

Were I the victor, iis «oiks would be deem'd 

The only evil ones. And you, ye new 

And scarce born mortals, what have been his gifts 

To you already, in your little world P 

Cain. But few ; and some of tliose but bitter. 

Luci/er. I 

With me, then, to tiiine eartli, and try the rest 
Of his celestiiJ boons to you ajid jours. 
Evil and good are things in their owu essence. 
And not made good or evil by the giver; 
But if he ^vcs you good — so call him ; if 
Evfl springs from Aim, do not name it mine. 
Till ye know better its true fount; aud judge 
Not by words, though of spirits, but the fruits 
Of your existence, sucli as it must be. 
One good gift has tlie fatal apple given — 
Your featon : — let it nut be over-away'd 
By tyrannous threats to force you into faith 
'G^nst all external sense and inward feeling : 
Think and endure, — and form an inner world 
In your owu bosum — where the outward fails ; 
So shall you nearer be the spiritual 
Nature, aud war triumphant with your own. 



CAUl: A UISTKUy. 



tlown L—Tkt Earth, Mar Edtn, at in Aft I. 
Enter Cui and Au4d. 

JdaA. Husli, tread softly, Cain. 

Caiit. I will J but wlienforc? 

Adai. Our little Enoch sleeps upon yuu bed 
Of leaves, beueatii llie cypress. 

C'aiH. Cypress 1 'tis 

A glooiDT tree, which looks as if it nioum'd 
O'er what it slindows ; wlierefore didst thou chooM Jl 
For our child's canopy ? 

JdaA. Because its branches 

Shut out the sun like night, and therefore seejii'd 
Fitting to shadow slumber. 

Cain. Ay, the last — 

And longest ; but no matter — lead me to him. 

[TJiif gn up If III, 
How lovely he appears ! his little cheeks, 
111 iheir pure incamalioii, vying with 
The rose leaves strewn beneath them. 

AdaA. And his lips, toti, 

How beautifully parted I No; you shall not 
Kiss him, at least not now : ho will awake soon — 
His hour of mid-day rest is nearly over. 
But it were pity to disturb him till 
'Tis closed. 

Gits. You have said well ; I will contain 

Uy heart till then. He smiles, and sleeps ! — sleep on^ 
And smile, thou little, young inheritor 
Of n world scarce less young : sleep on, and smile I 
Thine are the hours and days when both arc cheering 
And innocent ! lAou hast mil pliivk'd liic fruit — 
Thou kriow'sl not thou art naked ! Must the time 
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Come tlioQ shalt be amerced for sins unkiioKu, 
^Vhich «-ere not thine nor mine? But now sleep on ! 
His cheeks are reddening into deeper smiles, 
And shining lida are trembhug o'er his long 
Lashes, dark as the cypress which waves o'er them; 
Ilnlf open, from beneath them the clear blue 
Lnughs out, although in slumber. lie must dream — 
Of what ? Of Paradise 1— Ay ! dream of it, 
Mjr disiiiherit«d boy ! 'Tis but a dream ; 
For never more thyself, thy sons, nor fathers. 
Shall walk in tliat forbidden place of joy 1 ' 

Aiiai. Dear Cain ! Nay, ilo not whisper o'er our sou 
Sui^h mehmcholy yearnings o'er the past ; 
Wliy wilt thou always mourn for Paradise? 
Can we not make another ? 

Cain. Where ? 

AJai. Here, or 

Where'er tliou wilt : where'er thou art, I feel not 
The want of this so much regretted Eden. 
Have I not thee, our boy, our sire, and brother, 
And Zillah — our sweet sisler, and our Eve, 
To whom we owe so much besides our birth ? 

Caiti. Yes— death, too, is amongst the dehts we owe her. 

JdaA. Cain ! tliat proud spirit, wiio withdrew thee hence. 
Hath saddeu'd thine still deeper. I had hoped 
The promised wonders which thou Iiast beheld, 
Visions, thou say'st, of past and present worlds, 
Would have composed thy mind into the calm 
Of a contented knowledge ; but I see 
Thy guide hath done thee evil : still I tliank him. 
And can forgive him all, that he so soon 
liath given thee back to us. 

Cain. So soon ? 

Jdai. 'Tis scarcely 

T« o hours since ye departed : two fofl^ hours 
To ae, but ouly Aoitrt upon the sun. 

Cain. And yet I have approach'd that sun, and seen 

^ [The CMioTioiu mkj nj what thej will, but then tie gpcechna in the mnuth ol 
Quo asd Ad>b, tcpeoulijr regiirding their child, whivh DuthinL; in English pnrtry bat 
'' " tncd-ootec uild " of Shnkajieiue ercr equolW. — Siit Eoerion Bbtuqks.J 
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Worlds which he once shonn on, and never more 
Sliall light ; and worlds he never lit : methought 
Years had roll'd o'er my absi-nce. 

J'laA. Hardly hours. 

Cain. The mind then hath capacity of time. 
And measures it by that which it beholds, 
Pleasing or pinfu] ; liltlo or almighty. 
I h&d beheld the immemorial works 
Of endless beings; skirr'd extinguish'd worlds; 
And, gazing on eternity, mtthought 
I had borrow'd more by a few drops of ages 
From its immensity : but now I feel 
My littleni-ss again. Well said the spirit. 
That I was uothiug I 

Ada&. Wherefore said he so P 

Jehovah said not that. 

Cain, No : ie contenla him 

With making us the nolhing wliich we are ; 
Aad after Sattering dust with glimpses of 
Eden and Immortality, resolves 
It back to dust again— for what ? 

Adah. Thou kuow'ti: — 

Even for our parents' error. 

Oiin. What is that 

To usp they sinn'd, then Ut tketn die ! 

Adah, Thou haat not spoken well, nor is that thought 
Thy own, but of tlie spirit who was with thee. 
Would / coidd die for them, so theif might live I 

Cain. Why, so siiy I — provided that one victim 
Might uitiate the insatiable of life. 
And thill our little rosy slee)ieT there 
Might never ta«te of death nor human sorrow, 
Nor hand it down to those who spring from liim. 

Aduh. IIuw know we that some such atonement one Amj 
May not redeem our race ? 

Oiin. By sacrificing 

Tlic liarinlrss for the guilty ? what otonemeiit 
Were tliereP why, we are innocent: «hat have we 
Done, that we must be victims for a deed 
Before uur Urtli, or need have victims to 
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Atone for this mysterious, nameless sin — 
If it be such a sin to seek for 1cjiuwlei]};e ? 

Adah. Alas ! thou sinuest now, my Ctiin : thy wards 
Sound impious in mine ears. 

Gii«. Tlicn leave me ! 

Adah. Never, 

Though thy God left thee. 

Caia. Say, what have we here? 

Adah. Two altars, which our brother Abel made 
During thine absence, whereupon to offer 
A sacrifice to God on thy return. 

Caia. And how knew he, that I would be sn ready 
With the burnt offerings, which he daily brings 
With a meek brow, whose base humihty 
Shovs more of fear than worship, as a bribe 
To the Creator ? 

Adtih. Surdy, 'tis well done. 

Cain. One altar may suffice; / have no offering, 

Allah. Tlie fruiia of the earth, the early, beautiful 
Blossom and bud, nnd bloom of flowers and fruits; 
These are a goodly offering to the Lord, 
Given with a gentle and a contrite spirit, 

Cain. 1 have toil'd, and till'd, and sweaten in the ouu. 
According to the curse : — must I do more ? 
For what should I be gentle? for a war 
With all the elements ere they will yield 
The bread we eat ? For what must I be grateful P 
For being dust, and grovelling in the dust. 
Till I return to dust ? If I acn nothing — 
For nothing shall I be an hypocrite. 
And seem well-jileaBed with pain ? For what should I 
Be contrite ? for my father's sin, already 
Eipiate with what we all have undergone. 
And to be more than expiated by 
The ages prophesied, upon our seed, 
JJttle deems our young blooming sleeper, there, 
llie germs of an eternal misery 
To myriads is within him ! better 'twere 
I anatch'd him in his sleep, and daali'd him 'gainst 
The rocks, than let him live to 
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Adai. Oh, my God ! 

Touch not the child— my child ! % child I Oh, Cain ! 

Cain. Fear not ! for nil the stars, and all the power 
Which swajs them, I would not nccost you iiifaut 
"With ruder greeting than a falher'a kiss. 

JdaA. Then, why so awful in thy speech ? 

Gzin. I said, 

*Twere better that he ceased to live, than give 
Life to so much of sorrow as he mast 
Endure, and, harder still, bequeath ; but since 
That saying jars you, let us only say — 
'Twere better tliat he never had been born. 

jidaA. Oh, do not say so I Where were then the joys, 
The mother's joys of watching, nourishing, 
And loving him p Soft ! he awakes. Sweet Enoch I 

ISii you b> iht MU. I 
Oh, Cain ! look on hira ; see how full of life. 
Of strength, of bloom, of beauty, and of joy, 
How like to me — how like to Iliee, when gentle. 
For lAen we are all alike ; is/t not so, Cain ? 
Mother, and aire, and son, our features are 
Kefiectcd in euch other ; as they are 
In the clear waters, when iAe^ are genUe, and 
When thou art gentle. Love us, then, my Cain \ 
And love thyself for our sakes, for we love thee. 
Look ! bow he laughs niid strclclies out his arms, 
And opens wide his blue eyeii upon thine. 
To hail his falher; while his little form 
Flutters as wing'd with joy. TiJk not of pain I 
The cl)ildless cherubs well might envy thee 
The pleasures of a parent ! Bless him, Cain ! 
As yet he halh no words to thank thee, but 
llis heart will, and tliine own too. 

Cain. Bless thee, bo; 1 

If that a mortal blessing may avail thee. 
To sBvr thcc from the serpent's curse 1 

Aiiak. It shall 

Surely a father's blessing may avert 
K reptile's subtlety. 
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Cain. Of that I doubt; 

But bless liini ne'er the less. 

Adai. Our brotlier comes. 

Giin. Thy brother Abel. 



BnUr AswL. 

Md. "Welcome, Cain ! Mj brother. 

The peace of God be on thee ! 

Cain. Abel, hail ! 

Abel. Our sister tells me that thou bast been wandering, 
In high communion with a spirit, far 
Bejond our wonted rnnge. Wns he of those 
We have seen and spoken with, like to our father ? 

Cmn. No. 

Abel. Why then commune with him ? he may be 

A foe to the Most High. 

Cain. And friend to man. 

Has the Most High been so — if so you term him ? 

Abel. Term Aim/ your words are strange to-day, my brother. 
My sister Adah, leave us for awhile — 
We mean to sacrifice, 

AdaA. Farewell, my Cain j 

But first embrace thy son. May his soft spirit, 
And Abel's pious ministry, recall thee 
To peace and holiness ! 

[Ecit LbaB, Willi Iter c\'ld. 

Abel. Where hast thou been ? 

Giin. I know not. 

J6el, Nor what thou hast seen P 

Cain. The dea.1. 

The immortal, the unbounded, the omnipotent, 
Tlie overpowering mysteries of space — 
The innumerable worlds that were and are — 
A whirlwind of such overwhelming things, 
Suns, moons, and earths, upon their loud-voiced spheres 
Singing in thunder round me, as have made me 
Unfit for mortfll converse : leave me, Abel. 

Abel. Thine eyes are flashing with unnatural light — 
Thy cheek is fiusii'd with an unnatural hue — 
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Thy words are fraught with an luinataral soond^ 
What may lliis mean? 

Cain. It means — I pray thee, leave inc. 

Abel, Not till we have pray'd and sacriiiceil t<^tber. 

Cain. Abel, I pray thee, sacrifice alone — 
Jehovah loves thee well. 

Adel. Both wpil, I hope. 

Cain. Bat thee the better: I care not for that; 
Thou art litt«r for his worship than I am ; 
Itevere him, then — but let it be alone — 
At least, without me. 

Abel. Brother, I should ill 

Deserve the name of our great father's son. 
If, as mj elder, I revered thee not. 
And in the worship of our God, ciiU'd not 
Un thcc to join me, and precede me in 
Our priesthood — 'tis thy place. 

Cain. But I have uf^er 

Asserted it. 

Abel. The more my grief; I pray thee 

To do so now ; thy soul aeema labouring in 
Some strong delusion ; it will calm thee. 

Cain. No; 

Nothing can calm me more. Calm / say 1 ? Never 
Knew I what calm was in the soul, although 
I have seen the elements still'd. My Abel, leave me I 
Or let me leave thee to thy pious purpose. 

Abel. Neither; we must [Mrform our tusk together. 
Spurn me not, 

Cain. If it must be so well, then, 

WhatshallldoP 

Abel. Choose one of those two altars. 

Oun. Choose for me: Ihcy to me are so mud) turf 
And stone. 

Abel. Choose thou t 

Cain. 1 have chosen, 

Ahel. 
And suits thee, as the eider. Now prepare 
Thine offerings. 

Cain. Where arc tliine? 



'Titt the highest. 
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Behold them here— 
tlings of tlie flock, and fat thereof — 
A shepherd's humble offerixig. 

Cain. I have no flocks; 

I am a tiller of the ^ound, and must 
Yield whnt it j-ieldett to my toil — its fruit: 

Behold thcro in their various bloom and ripLMicss. 

[77i<y dreu thar aban, and Undlt afiant upon Ihn. 

AM. My brother, as the elder, ofi'er first 
Thy prayer and thanksgiving with sacrifice. 

Cain. No— I am new to this; lead thou the nay. 
And I will follow — as I may. 

Abel {kneeling). Oh, God I 

Who made us, and who breathed the breath of life 
Within our nostrils, who hath blessed us. 
And spared, despite our father's sin, to make 
His childreu all lost, as they mii,'ht have been, 
Had nol thy justice been so tempered with 
The mercy which is thy delight, as to 
Accord a pardon like a Paradise, 
Compared with our great crimes : — Sole Lord of light, 
Of good, and glory, and eternity ! 
Without whom all were evil, and wilh whom 
Nothing cap err, eicept to some good end 
Of thine omnipotent benevolence — 
luscruUble, but still to be fulfill'd— 
Accept from out thy humble first of shepherd's 
First of the firat-bom Hocks — an ofl'ering. 
In itself nothing — as what ofl'ering can be 
Aught onto thee? — but yet accept it for 
The thanksgiving of liim who spreads it in 
The face of thy high lieaven, bowing Ins own 
Even to the dust, of which he is, in honour 
Of thee, and of thy name, for evermore I 

Cain {itanding erect during this speech). Spirit wliatc er i 
whosoe'er thou art. 
Omnipotent, it may be — and, if good, 
Shown in the exemption of (by deeds from evil; 
Jehovah upon earth ' and God in heaven I 



And it may be with otiier nnmcs, becfluse 

Thine attributes seem niHiiy, as thy «'orka : — 

If thou must be propitiated with prnjerSj 

Take them ! If tbou must be induced with altiin. 

And soflen'd with a aacrifice, receive them ; 

Two beings here erect tliem unto thee. 

If thou loAt blood, the aheplierd's ahriiic, which smokes 

On mj right liaitd, hath ehed it for thy service 

Jn the first of Wis floek, whose hraba now reel: 

In snnguiimry incense to tliy i-kies ; 

Or if the sweet and blooming fruits of earth, 

And milder seasons, wliich the unstain'd turf 

I spread tbem on now oBers in the face 

Of tlie broad sun which ripen'd them, may aeum 

Good to thee, inasmuch as they have not 

Suifer'd in limb or life, and rather form 

A sample of thy works, Uian supplication 

To look on oura ! If a shrine without victim. 

Arid altar without gore, may win thy favour. 

Look on it I and for him who dresseth it. 

He is — such as thou mad'st him; and seeks n(jtliin){ 

Which must be won by kneeling : if he's evil. 

Strike him ! thou art omnipotent, and maj'st — 

For whnt can he oppose? If he be good, 

Strike him, or spore him, as thou wilt ! since all 

Resla uiion thee ; and good and evil seem 

To have no power themselves, save in thy will ; 

And whether tlint be good or ill 1 know uut, 

Not being omnipotent, nor fit to judge 

Omnipotence, but merely to endure 

Ita mandate; which thus far 1 have endured, 

[T^ Jire upon tht abar 0/ Abil ijndla into a Coliuan 

brii/Kttil Jtamt. aiul atBemii to IttaBtn; wiiU a wkiHwi 
iKtam dMH llu altar nf CuK, ami leaaert lit frtult ai 
vjwD lA< mrti. 

Jiel {ineelinf]. Oh, brother, pray ! Jehovah's wroth with liie 
Cain. Why so? 

jiiel. Tliy fruits are scatter'd on the earth. 

Cain. From earth they came, to e«rth let them return; 
Their accd will bear frtMh Emit there ere the summer : 
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Thy burnt flesh-off'riiig prospers better ; see 

How heaven Hcks up the Dames, when tliick with blood I 

Jbei. Think not upon ray offering's acceptance. 
But make another of thine own before 
It is too late. 

Cain. I will build no more altars, 
Kor suffer any 

Aiei {rimnff). Cain I what meanest thou P 

Cain. To cast down yon vile flatt'rer of the clouds. 
The i^moky harbinger of thy dull pra/ra — 
Thine altar, with its blood of lambs and kids, 
liVhich fed on milk, to be destroy'd in blood. 

AM {opposing Aim). Tliou shalt not : — add not impious worki 
to impious 
Words ! let that altar stand — 'tis haliow'd now 
By tbe immortal pleasure of Jehovah, 
In his acceptance of the victims, 

C^iit. Mia! 

Hiifleature! what was his high pleasure in 
Tlie fumes of scorching flesh and smoking blood, 
To tlie pun of the bleating mothers, which 
Still yearn for their dead offspring ? or the pangs 
Of the sad ignorant victims nndemeath 
Thy pious knife ? Give way ! this bloody record 
Shall not stand in the sun, to shame creation I 

A6el. Brotlier, give back ! thou sludt not touch my altar 
With violence ; if that thou wUt adopt it. 
To try another sacrifice, 'tis thine. 

Cain. Another sacrifice ! Give way, or else 
Tliat sacrifice may be 

Abe!. What mean'st thou ? 

CaiH. Give — 

Give way I — thy God loves blood ! — tlien look to it : — 
Give way, ere he hath more/ 

Abel. In his great name, 

1 stand between thee and the shrine which bath 
Had his acceptance. 

Cain. If thou lov'st thyself, 
Stand back till I have strew'd this turf along 
Its native soil : — else 
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ffi'M a brand, oh the templet, wAicA he 
the altar). Then take thy life unto tliy 



What haat thou done, my brother ? 



Abel (opposing Aim]. I love God far more 

Than life. 

Cain {striking h 

tnnttke* fro 

God, 

Since he loves lives. 

Abel [falU). 

Cain. Brother ! 

Abel. Oh, God I receive thy servant, and 

Forgive his slayer, for he knew not what 
He did — Cain, give me — give me thy hand ; and tell 
Poor Zillali— 

Cam [after a momea^e Hup^adion). My hand ! 'tis all refl, 

and frith 

WhatP 

[A langpa>ut.—Li>ohtig tionifrtmd. 

Where am I P alone ! Wlipre's Abel ? where 
Cain ? Can it be that I am he ? My brother. 
Awake I — why liest thou so long on the green earth P 
"Tia not the hour of slumber : — why so pale ? 

What haat thou 1 thou wert full of life this mom [ 

Abel I I pray thee, mock me not I I smote 
Too fiercely, but not fatally. Ah, why 
Wonldst thon oppose meP This is mockery; 
And only done to daunt me ;— 'twas a blow — 
And but a blow. Stir— stir — nay, only stir I 

Why, BO— that's well ! 

Oh, God I Oh, God! 

Abel {eery faiiUlg). 

Cain. Thy murderer. 

Jbel. Then may God forgive him I Cain, 

Comfort poor Zillnh : — she has but one brother 
Now. 

Cain. And I none I — Who makea me brotherless P 
His eyes ara open t then he is not dead I 
Death is like sleep ; and sleep shuts down our lids. 
His lips, too, are apart ; why then he breathes ; 
And yet I feel it not. — His heart I — his heart I — 
Let me sec, doth it beat P metliinka No ! — no I 
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—thou breath'st ! breathe upon me 1 
What's he who speaks of God P 
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This 13 a vision, else I am become 

The native of another and worse world. 

The earth swims round me : — what is this ? — 'tia wet ; 

[Pull hit hand to hU brvie, and then loola a, 

And jet there are no dews 1 'Tis blood — my hlood — 
My brother's and my own ! and aiied by me ! 
Then what have I farther to do with hfe. 
Since T have taken life from my own flesh ? 
Bot he can not be dead !^Is silence death ? 
No ; he will wake ; then let me watch by him. 
Life cannot be so sliglit, as to be quench'd 
Thus quickly ! — he hatU spoken to me since — 
VThat shall I say to him ? — My brotlier ! — No : 
He will not answer to that name; for brethren 
Smite not each other. \ ct — yet^speok to me. 
Oh ! for a word more of that gentle voice. 
That I may bear to hear mj own again ! 



Zillai. I heard a heavy eound ; what can it be ? 
Tia Cain ; and watching by my husband. What 
Dost thou there, brother ? Doth he sleep ? Oh, heav'n I 
Whnt means this paleness, and yon stream ? — No, no ! 
It is not blood ; for who would shed his blood ? 
Abel 1 what's this ? — who hath done this ? He moves not ; 
He breathes not : and his hands drop down from mine 
With stony lifelessuess 1 Ah ! cruel Cain ! 
Why cam'st thou not in time to save him from 
This violence ? Whatever hath assail'd him, 
Tliou wert the stronger, and siiouldst have stepp'd in 
Between him and aggression ! Father ! — Eve I — 
Adah ! — come hither I Death is in the world ! 

[£nl ZiLLiB, ealU/iff on hrr Parnttt, itr. 

Cain (to/tu). And who hath brought him there P — I — who 
abhor 
The name of Death bo deeply, tlmt the thought 
EmjtoisoriM all my hfe, before I knew 
His flfipeet — I have led him here, and giv'n 
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Mj brother to his cold aail still embrace. 

As if he would not have asserted his 

Inexorable claim without iny aid. 

I am awake at last — a dreary dream 

Had madden'd me ; — but Ae shall ue'er awake I 



fitMr As4H, Btb, Amb, and ZiiLia. 

Adam. A voice of woe from Zillah brings me here — 
What do I seep — 'Tis true ! — Mj son ! — ray eon I 
Woman, liehold the serpent's work, and thine ! 

(TbEnJ 

£ve. Oh 1 speak not of it now : the serpent's fangs 
Are in my heart. My best beloved, Abel ! 
Jehovah f this is punishment beyond 
A mother's sin, to take iim from me I 

Adam. Who, 

Or what hath done tins deed ? — speak, Cain, since thoa 
Wert present; was it some more hostile angel, 
Who walks not with Jehovah P or some wild 
Brute of the forest? 

Eve. Ah I a livid light 
Breaks through, as from a thunder-cloud I yon brand 
Massy and bloody 1 snatch'd from off the altar. 
And black with smoke, and red with 

Adam. Speak, my son ! 

Speak, and assure us, wretched ns we are. 
That we are not more miserable still. 

AdaA. Speak, Cain ! and say it was not thou I 

Boe. It was. 

1 see it now — he hangs Ids guilty head. 
And covers his ferocious eye with hands 
Incarnadine. 

Adah. Mother, thou dost him wrong — 

Cain 1 clear thee from this horrible accusal, 
Wliich grief wrings from our parent. 

Eb«. Hear, Jehovah I 
May the eternal serpent's curse be on him 1 
For he was fitter for his seed than onrs. 
Mny all his days be desolate I May ■ 
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JdaA Hold ! 

Corse him not, mother, for he is thy son — 

Curse him not. mother, for he is my brother. 

And my betroth' d. 
Ere. He hath left thee no brother — 

ZiSab no husband— me «o tim ! for thus 

I curse him from my sight for evermore ! 

A!] bonds I break between us, as he broke 

That of liis nature, in you Oh death ! death ! 

Why didst thou not take me, who first incurred thee? 

Why dost thon not bo now ? 

Adam. Eve ! let not this. 

Thy natural grief, lead to impiety ! 

A heavy doom was long forespoken to us ; 

And uotF that it begins, let it be borne 

In such sort as may sitow our God, that we 

Are- laithful servants to his holy will. 

Eve [pointing to Cain). Hie mil! the will of yon incarnate 
spirit 

Of death, whom I have brought upon tJie earth 
To stiew it with the dead. May all the curses 

Of life be on him ! and his agonies 

Drive him forth o'er the wilderness, like us 

From Eden, till Jiis children ilo by him 

As he did by his brother ! May the swords 
And wings of fiery cherubim pursue him 
By day and night — anakes spring up in his path — 
Earth's fruits be ashea in his mouth — the leaves 
On which he Inys his head to sleep be strew'd 
With scorpions ! May his dreams be of his victim [ 
His waking a continual dread of death I 
May the clear rivers turn to blood as he 
Stoops down to stain them with his raging lip 1 
May every element shun or change to him \ 
May he live in the pangs which others die with! 
And death itself wax something worse than death 
To him who first acquainted hint with man ! 
Uence, fratricide t henceforth Ihat word is Cain, 
ITiroiigh all the coming myriads of mankind. 
Who shall abhor thee, tliough thou wert their aire! 
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May ihe grasa wither from t]ij feet ! the wooils 

Deny thee shelter I earth a home ! the duat 

A grave I the sun his light I and heaven her God 1 ' 

|£x>tETi. j 

.liiam. Cain I get thee fort.h : ve. dneli no more together. 
Depart I and leave the dead to me — I am 
Henceforth alone — we never must meet more. 

AdaA. Oh, part not with him thus, m; father: do not 
Add thj deep curse to Eve'a upon his head ! 

Adam. I curse him not: his spirit be his curse. 
Oome, Zillah I 

ZillaA. I must watch my husband's corse. 

Adiim. We will return againj when he is gone 
Who hath provided for us this dread office. 
Come, Zillah ! 

ZillaA. Yet one kiss on joq pule clay. 

And those lii»s once so warm — my heart I my heart 1 

[Email ADia and Zxu.iB mr pm^ ' 

AdaA. Caint thou hast heard, we must go forth. I am ready. 
So shall our children be. I will bear Eiioeli, 
And you his sister. Ere the sun declines 
Let us depart, nor walk the wildcrncu 
Under the cloud of night. — Nay, speak to me. 
To «M — tAtM own, 

din. Leave roe ! 

Adai. Why, all have left thee. 

Cain. And wherefore lingerest thou ? Dost thuu not fear 
To dwell with one who hath done this? 

AdaA. 1 fenr 

Nothing except to leave thee, much as I 
Shrink from the deed which leaves tliee brotherless, 
I must not speak of this — it is l)etwcen lliee 
And the great Uod. 

A Voice Jrom mtAin exclaivu, Caiu I Cain ! 

ddah. Hear'st thou that voicv? I 

* (The IbM Hate Udbi ol Oat tcrnUn dniuiifliilimi wire nut in tbe iirigiiul US. la I 

rorwirding Ihiiii hi Ur. Mom;, to be wldui to Brc'it ■fxna'li, LorJ Bfnm n]r> — I 

"Thvn'a M prattj a pism "f imrreatlou f'lr jo\i, ■tuin jiiidkI I» Iho liimi ftlnaily t 

ma,t, H j>aD nay wiib (u Diint wjtli in th» tumnn of jmir iiiuiuwL Hat dui'l (upM I 
Uw tddiliuD of IJiiwi tlmv liiua, oliiub an DUnclun lo B**** «[i*r<'h ."] 
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lie Foice mtiin. Cain ! Cain ! 



It soundetli like an ungel's toue. 



Btier the AnoEi. of tht Lordy 
Angei. Where is thy brother Abc-l ? 



My brother's keeper ? 



Angel. 



Cain I vi'hat haat thou ilone ? 



e of thy sl&in brother's blood cries out. 



I 



Thev 

Eveu from ihe ground, unto the Lord ! — Now art thou 

Cursed from the earth, which opened late her moutli 

To drink thy brother's blood from thy rash hand. 

Henceforth, when thou aiialt till the ground, it shall not 

Yield thee her strenglli ; a furtive shult tJion 

Be from this day, and vognboud on earth ! 

Jjtai. This punishment is more than he can bear. 
Behold thou dnvest him from the face of eartji, 
And from the face of God shall he be hid. 
A fugitive and vagabond on earth, 
'Twill come to ])as8, that whoao findeth him 
Shflll slay him. 

Cain. Would they could ! bat who are they 

Shall slay me ? Where are these on the lone earth 
As yet unpeopled ? 

Angel. Thou hast slain thy brother. 

And who shall warrant thee against thy son ? 

Aiiai. Angel of Liglit 1 be merciful, nor say 
That this poor aching breast now nourishes 
A murderer in my boy, and of his father. 

Angel. Then he would but be whai his father is. 
Did not the milk of Eve give nutriment 
To him thou now seest so besmear'd with blood? 
Tlie fratricide might well engender parricides.— 
But it shall not be so— the Lord thy God 
And mine coramandeth me to set his seal 

■ {" I Imi« oToiiUd iDtrodudog the Deiij, as in Scriptmre (tlion^ Hilton do«i, ind 

n ftrj witcl; either) : but have adopted W nogel « seol to CiUD inUead, na pnrpow 

M mid ahMking aaj feelinga on tbu nubjeet, l>y tailing ehort of what all tuiiu<[iireil 

BBcifaU iliiiit in, vij., giTiug an odHiuule notion of the eflect dC tliii preaence of 

iL**— ^ord J.'i ZMeri.J 



On Cain, so tlint he may go forth in safety. 
Who slayeth Caiu, a sevenfold veugennce sbull 
Be taken ou his h<:ad. Cuiiie liitlier ! 

Cain. Wlwt 

Woiildst thou with me ? 

Angel. To mark upon thy brow 

ExetDptioii from such deeds as thou hast done, 

Cain. No, let me die ! 

Angel. It must not be. 

[Tht AiDU Kfi tht BMrh OM Gila's Ir 

Cain. It bums 

My brow, but nought to that which is within it. 
Is there more ? let me meet it as I may. 

Angel. Stern hast thou been and stubborn from the womb. 
As the ground thou must henceforth till ; bnt he 
Thou slew'st was gentle as the flocks he tended. 

Cain. After the fall too soon was I begotten ; 
Ere yet my mother's mind subsided from 
'I'lie siTpeut, and my aire still moum'd for Eden. 
That which I am, I am ; I did uoL seek 
For life, nor did I make myself; but could I 
With my own death redeem him from the dust — 
And why not so ? let him return to day, 
Aiid I lie ghastly ! so shall be restored 
Hy God the life to him he loved ; and taken 
From me a being I ne'er loved to bear. 

Angel. Who shall heal murder? what is done, is done; 
Go forth ! fulfil thy dnys ! oud be thy deeds 
Unlike the lust t 

AiloA. He's gone, let us go forth ; 

I hear onr little Knuch cry within 
Our bower. 

Cain. Ah I little knows he wliat he wcepa for 1 

And I who have ahed blood cuimot shed tears 1 
Uut the four rivers' wuulil not cleanse my soul. 
Tliink'st thou my buy will Itear (o look on me !* 

mil Q>iN«<<qui][illy the uolj « 



"■] 
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I 



I 



AJah. If I thought that he would not, I would 

Cain {interrupting ker). No, 

No more of threats : we have had too maDy of them : 
Go to oar children ; I wUl follow thee. 

Adah, I will not leave thee lonely with the dead ; 
Let US depart together.* 

Cain. Oh ! thou dead 

Aad everlasting witness ! whose unlinking 
Blood darkens earth and heaven ! what thou noie art 
I know not I but if ihou seest what / am, 
I tliiuk thou wilt forgive hira, whom his God 
C«u ne'er forgive, nor hia own soul. — Farewell t 
I muat not, dare not touch what I have made thee. 
I, who sprung from the same womb witli thee, draiu'd 
The same breast, clasp'd thee often to my own. 
In fondness brotherly ami boyish, I 
Can never meet thee more, nor even dare 
To do that for thee, which thou shouldst have done 
For me — compose thy limbs into Iheir grave — 
The first grave yet dug for mortality. 
But who hath dug that grave ? Oh, earth ! Oil, earth I 
For all the fruits thou hast rendered to me, I 
Give thee back this. — Now for the wOderness. 

[AriH iloopi dovm and tUaea (At bodg of ki 

Adah. A dreary, and an early doom, my brother, 
Haa been thy lot ! Of all who mourn for thee, 
I alone must not weep. My office is 
Henceforth to dry up tears, and not to shed them ; 
But yet of all who mourn, none mourn like me. 
Not only for thyself, but him who slew tliee. 
Now, Cain ! I will divide thy burden with thee. 

Cain. Eastward from Eden will we take our way ; 
'Tis the most desokle, and suits my steps. 

Adak. Lead I thou shalt be my guide, and may our God 
Be thine ! Now let us carry forth our cliildren. 

Cain. And he who lieth tliere was childless, I 



eabutnphe 



a brought aboat with grULt drsTuatii: akjll tod eflt«t. The 
and cunfoandinl^ — hiB pareats rcprab&te aad rcDouuce him, — 
■ith laigL-r nud DohisiUtinij aAaclJaa ; uid titej wondec fiuili 
jiituJe uf tbu univtrac,— jEH'Kii.J 
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Have dried the fountain of a gentle race^ 

Which might have graced his recent marriage couch^ 

And might have tempered this stern blood of mine^ 

Uniting with our children Abel's offspring I 

OAbel! 

Adah. Peace be with him ! 

CSm. But with Mtf/ 



THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED: 



A DRAMA. 



ADVERTISEMENT 



This production is founded partly on the story of a novel called 
" Tlie Three Brothers/' * published many years ago, from which 
M. G. Lewis's " Wood Demon'' was also taken; and partly on the 
" Faust " of the great Goethe. The present publication contains 
the two first Parts only, and the opening chorus of the third. The 
rest may perhaps appear hereajfter. 



* [" The Three Brother*" ib a nmuuioe, pabliabed in 1808, the work of a Joshua 
Pl^engiU, jonior.'i 



INTRODTTCTION TO THE DEFOBMED TRANSFOEMED. 



"Tfli CiroBHHD Trihiimkiiko " wm oompoKd it Tia. in 1831, but vw bdi 
pnhliahcd till Juinarj, 1824. Lord B)tdo sent it to Mn. Shelley in partioni, u it 
W&.1 written, thM bit "DeronDtd" fauid-writiiig niglit ilaetf tn "TraniTanaed " inlo 
■ihe legible chuike(«n af hia ^ft«d Mpjirt. Prom hrr ire leun that the nil^}eet had 
for muij yean bceo a, EaTuuriu with the poet Bit niDther uad to niffoach bin. in 
ber tempesta of nge, with his diatorlml foot, tilt he raihed into Klitude to monni hia 
miifortnno Uid queetioa the jurtioe of Proiidemie. It wu thus, he Hiirl, thU iho 
otnkered ■ hurt which wu natuially affectionate, and ruined a temper which ww 
alwaya diapooed to be violent. Sa ichool-feUawg took up tin tannt. and confiniMd 
him in the idea that nature had set upon him a brand of contempt. Ho told Ltd; 
BleaDngtao that it waa the tvcclleetioD of theae earlj feeling! whioh saggeMed to him 
to writo "The Deformed Tranaformed." A bmtal paragraph in a n<iwa|«per cm hi* 
lamcncM, and which he *aa iadniied, b; his aeneitiveneu, to repeat to Kn. Shellaf 
lat ihe ahoutd hear it from othera, wag the pmenl insult whioh determined him to 
pre ahape to hia coneeptJon. Hia hero, Count Arnold, luScn the »me mattificalioa 
finm hii banched buV which Lord Bjrun dnluced ao nmlleaBl; from hia dnh-lbot. 
In PSehangB for iho ahnpe of Achillea, Arnold enters into a eompnct with the deril, 
who aasumea the caat-off hnmp of hia diadple ; and thej act ont together (o join the 
army o( tlie Emperor Charles V,, which ia adrancing, nndcT Bourbmi, lo the naga at 
Rome. There lbs Count captana a beantiful lady ; anri, ai it la vaguely inthmalal, 
at the beginning of the drama, that the price of the eomrnct ia to bo blood, ao, M Iho 
rud, it ia darkly implieil in a remark of the aooommodnting lienil, — 



that Uie fair Otiupia ia to be the aDtiroe uf the eatanrophe. Tbongh l.unl Byroo mid 
llial the whole coDduct of the atory wai ready fnrmed io hia mjud. the pmn wm 
navur eotupletcil, which may have ariaen &Din the unfhTonnible opinion uf Rhallry. 
Vflien Lurtl Byrun aakcd him, according to Captain ICadwin, how he liked it. if 
trpUed, ' ' Least of any thing I over aaw of yonr'i. It i> a takd imilatiun of ' FknM.' 
and, baaiJea, theio art two entire liooa uf Soulhey in il. " Lord Ilyriiu chanfril 
colour, and haMlly Inquired, "What lliNal" "They an in 'The Cone of Kihaua,"' 



And Itar thaa, and Ac 
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nothixig. Notvithstanding the decision of Shelley Uiere are here and there flashes 
of genuine poetry ; and the fiend, whose part is to ntter sneering comments upon all 
the proceedings of life, speaks some f<»cible sarcasms, with a piquant mixture of good- 
humour and callous contempt. The scene at the siege, where men on both sides die 
exulting in the cause for which they perish, contains a just and striking satire on the 
folly of sanguinary xealots. Both cannot be right ; but whether they fight for the 
white rose or the red, each spills his blood in the undoubting conviction that his own 
if tlM oolj worthj flower. The lyric pieoee are, without exoeptian, poor. 



DEAMATI8 PEESONiE 



Straxoib, afUnoard* Cjoim. 

Arhold. 

BouEBOir. 

Philibxet. 

Cbllivi. 



Bbetba« 
Oldcpia. 



^pifritM^ SMien, Citwem of Rowu, FrutU 
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Enifr Abnold aad hU molher Bhetba. 



I 



I was born ao, mother ! ' 
Of seven sons. 



I 



Serf. Out, hunchback I 

Jr*. 

Bert. 
Thou incubus t Thou nightmar 
The sole nbortionl 

Jm. Would that I had been so. 

And never seen the light ! 

Bert. I would so, too ! 

Bat as thou halt — hence, hence— and do thy best t 
That back of tliine may bear its burthen ; 'tis 
More Uigh, if not so broad as that of otiiers. 

Am. It heart its burthen ; — but, my heart I Will it 
Sustain that which jou lay upon it, mother? 
1 love, or, at the least, I loved jou : nothing 
Save you, in nature, can love aught like me. 
You nursed me — do not kill me ! 

' lOneef this Qoet atrlliuig passagca in the fow pogea of Lord BTran's "Mei 
>hidi rdated In hU early daya wu wbart, in apea^g of his own seoiitivcn 
nijert of bii ddurtaud foot, be clucribed the feeling of hoiTDr sad hamili 
eune nrer hiin, wbea hu mother, in one of her Gta of passioQ, called h'nn 
trot/ " It may be queatiuned, whether this dnma tu not indebted for iti 
nngls reeoUeetiDii. — MooBC] 
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Bert. Yes— I nursed tliee. 

Because thou wert my firsUborn, and I knew not 
If there would be another unhke thee. 
That monstrous sport of nature. But get hence, 
And gather wood I 

Jrn. I will : but when I bring it. 

Speak to me kindly. Though my brothers are 
So biimtiful and lusty, and as free 
As the free chase they follow, do not spurn me : 
Our milk has been the same. 

Beri, As is the hedgehog's, 

Wliich sucks at midnight from the wholesome dam 
Of the joung bull, until the milkmaid finds 
The nipple next day sore and udder dry.' 
Call not thy brothers bretluen I Call me not 
Mother j for if I brought thee forth, it was 
As foolish hens at times hatch vipers, by 
Sitting upon strange eggs. Out, urchin, out I 

[RaiB 

Am. [mtut). Oh, mother! She is gone, and I must do 

Her bidding; — wearily but willingly 

I would fulfil it, could I only hope 

A kind word in return. What shall 1 do ? 

[A^xuLD bripnt In <^ Kvod : in Hoinij liu At wonmU ont if i 

My labour for the day is over now. 

Accursed be tliis blood that flows so fust; 

For double curses will be my meed now 

At home — What home ? I have no home, no kin, 

No kind — not made like other creatures, or 

To sliare their s)X)rts or pleasures. Must I bleed, too, 

Like them P Oh, that each drop which falls to earth 

Would rise a snake to sting them, as they have stung me! 

Or that the devil, to whom they Uken me, 

Would aid his likeness I If I must partake 

llis form, why not hia power? Is il because 

I have not his will loo P For one kind word 

From her who bore me would still reconcile me 



I 



I 
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Even to this iiateful aspect. Let me wash 
The wound. 

[Ahbold ^001 to a rpring, and ttoop£ to majth his hand : ht gtartt 
bad. 

Tliej are right ; and Nature's mirror shows me, 
Wjat she hath macle me. I will not look on it 
Again, and scarce dare think on't. Hideous wretch 
That I am ! The very waters mock me with 
Mj fagrrid shadow — like a demon placed 
Deep in the fountain to scare back the cattle 
From drinking thereiu. 

And shall I live on, 
A burden to the earth, mjself, aod shame 
Unto what brought me into life I Than blood, 
^Vliich flowest so freelj from a scratch, let me 
Try if thou wilt not in a fuller stream 
Pour forth mj woes for ever with thjself 
On earth, to which I will restore at once 
This hateful compound of her atoms, and 
Resolve back to her elements, and take 
The shape of any reptile save myself, 
And maie a world for mjiiads of new worms ! 
This knife ! now let me prove if it will sever 
This wither'd slip of nature's nightshade — my 
Vile form — from the creation, as it hath 
The green bough from the forest. 

[Abmold platet the huft in Ihe grt^ind, mth Ike point upvinrdt. 
Now 'tis set, 
And I cao fall upon it. Yet one glance 
Oil the fair day, which sees no foul tiling like 
Myself, and the sweet son which warm'd me, but 
In vain. The birds — how joyously they sing ! 
So let them, for I would not be lamented : 
Bat let their merriest notes he Arnold's knell ; 
The fallen leaves my monument ; the murmur 
Of the near fountain my sole elegy. 
Now, knife, stand firmly, as I fain would fail I 

[Ai he rtuhti lo throw himtr/f upon tie Icnife, Af'< ri/f l> fudiienl^ 
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The fountain moves without a win<l : but ahall 
The ripple of a spring change my resolve ? 
No. Yet it moves again ! The waters stir, 
Not as with air, but bj some subterrane 
And rocking power of the internal world. 
What's here P A mist I No more ? — 



Am. What woulil you ? Speak ! 

Spirit or man P 

Siran. As man is both, why not 

Say both in one ? 

Am, Your form is man's, and yet 

You may be devil. 

Siratt. So many men are tliat 

Which is 80 call'd or thought, that you may add me 
To which you please, witliout much wrong to either. 
But come : you wish to kill yourself; — pursue 
Your purpose. 

An. You have interrupted me. 

Siran. What is tbat resolution wliich can e'er 
Be interrupted ? If I be the devil 
You deem, a single moment would have made yon 
Mine, and for ever, by your suicide ; 
And yet my coming saves you. 

Ant. I said not 

You Ktre the demon, but that your approach 
Was like one. 

Siran, Unless you keep company 

Willi hira {and you seem scarce used to euch hiirli 
Society) you can't tell bow he approaches; 
And for his aspect, look upon tlie fountaiu. 
And then on me, and judge which of us twain 
Xjooka likest what the boors believe to be 
Their cloven<footed terror. 

An. Do you — dure you 

To taunt me with my born deformily ? 

Strait. Were I to taunt a bulfnlo with tlus 
Cloven foot of thine, or the swilt drumedarj 



I 



I 

i 
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With thj subiime of humps, the aiiimala 

"Would revel in the compliment. And yet 

Both beings are mora swift, more strong, more mighty. 

In action and endurance than thyself. 

And all the fierce and fair of the same kind 

With thee. Thy form is natural i 'twaa only 

Nature's mistaken largess to bestow 

The gifts which are of others upon man. 

An. Give me the strength then of tlie buffalo's foot, 
WheD he spurs high the dust, beholding his 
Near enemy; or let me have tliu long 
And patient swiftness of the desert-ship. 
The helmlesa dromedary ! — and I'll bear 
Thy fiendish sarcasm with a saintly patience. 

Slrau. I will. 

jlm. (wili turpriae). Thou cantt ? 

Siran. Perhaps, Would you aught else? 

Jm. Thou mockest me. 

Sffan. Not I. Why sliould I mock 

'\7hat all are mocking ? That's poor sport, methinks. 
To talk to thee in human language (fur 
Thou canst not yet speak mine), the forester 
Unnts not the wretched coney, hut the boar. 
Or wolf, or lion, leaving paltry game 
To petty buj^hers, who leave once a year 
Their walls, to fill their household caldrons with 
Such scuUion prey. The meanest gibe at thee, — 
Now /can mock the mightiest. 

Ar». Then waste not 

Thy time on me : I seek thee not. 

Slran. Tour thoughts 

Are not far from me. Do not send me back ; 
I'm not so easily recall'd to do 
Good service. 

Am. What wilt thou do for me ? 

Slran. Change 

Shapes with you, if you will, since yours so irks you; 
Or form you to your wisli in any sliape. 

Arn. Oh ! then you are indeed the demon, for 
Noujiht elsp- would wittingly wcur mine. 
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Siran, I'll show thee 

The brigbtest wUicL the world e'er bore, and give thee 
Thy choice. 

Arn. On what condition ? 

Stran. TJiere'a a qiiestioii ! 

An hour ago you would have given your soul 
To look Uke other men, and now you pause 
To wear the form of heroes. 

Arn. No ; I will not. 

I must not compromise my soul. 

Slrau. What soul. 

Worth namiug so, would dwell in such a. carcnse F 

Arn. "Tie an aspiring one, whate'er the tenement 
In which it is mislodged. But name your compact ; 
Must it be sign'd in blood P 

Slran. Not in your own. 

Am. Whose blood then P 

Slran. We will talk of that hereafter. 

But I'll be moderate with you, for I see 
Great things within you. You shall have no bond 
But your owu will, no contract save your deeds. 
;Vre yon content ? 

Arn. I tjike thee at thy word, 

Slran. Now then ! — 

[The Sleaigrr approniAet the /ounlarn, •tnd (htih (d Ak 

A little of your blootl. 
Am. For what ? 

Slran. To mingle with the magic of the waters, 
And make the charm iffcctivc. 

Am, (ioldtnf oul his wvuniUd arm). Tuke it all. 
Strom. Not now, A few drops will suffice fat this. 



BliadowB of beauty t 

Shadows of {lower I 
fiise to your da^ — 

This if the hour I 
Walk lovely niiil pliant 

From the ilt'plli of \.\\n fountain. 



«>•] 
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Aa the cloud'shnpea giatit 

Beatriiles the Hartu Mountain.' 
Come as ye were, 

That our ejes may behold 
The model in dr 

Of the form I will mould. 
Bright as the Iris 

When ctlier is spanii'd j — 
Such iia desire If, rPoinitn; 

Such my command ! 
Demons heroic — 

Demons who wore 
The foTcu of the stoic 

Or sophist of yore—* 
Or the shape of each victor, 

From Macedon's boy, 
To each high Roman's picture. 
Who breathed to destroy— 
Shadows of heanty ! 

Shadows of power I 
Tip to your duty — 
This is the hour I 
[ Vari/nu phaiUomi aritt /rom the waten, and pata 
be/ort the Stranger and Abkoui. 
Jm. What do I see ? 

Slran. Tlie black-eyed Roman, with 

The cable's beak between those eyes wliich ne'er 
Beheld a conqueror, or look'd along 
The land he made not Rome's, while Rome became 
His, and all theirs who heir'd his very name. 

Jm, The phantom's bald ; my quest is beauty. Coold I 
Inherit but his fame with his defects ! 

Siraa. His brow was girt with laurels more tiian hairs. 
You see his aspect — choose it, or reject. 
I can but promise you his form j his fame 
Must be long sought and fought for. 



* ThuuSTell-knnWDGcr 
m tlu Bracken. [The Broc 
» tfie kingdom v! Huidt, 
fmjetM on dmn Tuiwiir < 
Docliligbt,— Bkhwbtib,] 



lan snjnntitiOD — ■ gigaatjo shadnv produocd bj nfieetion 
ea ia the nsuio of the loftiett of the Haxti mouutuna, 
'. The upectrea ait mere]}' Bhadawa of the observer 
thin Beexj clDi.d>, tihich LftTG the paver of nSrutliig 
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Jm. I will light, too. 

But not u a mock Cnsar. Let liim pass : 
Hia aspect may be fair, but suits me not. 

Slrati. Then you are far more difficult (o please 
Than Cato'a sister, or than Brutus's mother. 
Or Cleopatra at sixteen — an age 
When love is not less in the eye than heart. 
But be it so 1 Shadow, pass on ! 

[TJu pkanlim efJuItM Cok 

Jm. And cau it 

Be, that the man who shook the earth is gone. 
And left no footstep P 

Stran. There you err. Hia substance 

Left graves enough, and woes enough, and fame 
More than enough to track liis memory ; 
But for his shadow, 'tia no more than yours, 
Except a little longer and less crook'd 
I' the sun. Behold another ! 

[A leeoH^ jihaiMm poM 

Am. Who is he ? 

Stran. He waa the fairest and the bravest of 
Athenians.* Look upon lum well. 

An. He is 

More lovely than the last. How beautiful I 

Strait. Such was the curled son of Clinias; — wouldst thou 
Invest thee with his formP 

Arn. Wodd that I had 

B-cn born with it ! But since I may choose further, 
I Hill loot further. 

[ Tkt iliiuU of A Icihiada ditapptan. 

Stran. Lo ! behold again I 

Am, What I that low, swartliy, short-nosed, round-eyed ■.ityr, 
lA'ith the wide nostrils and Sileiius' aspect, ■ 

The splay feet and low stature I * I had better I 

Remain that which I am. 

* ["Dpon tli« wbole, it nujbadiraUad vhetlwr thvaboumBDfutiqBltrwUeb 
eonua dawB with •ooti ■ Kaicra] etiann ■■ that of AJtnbudn. Wbj T I caonul 
■uirar. Who am f"— Zorrf A'» Diory.] 

* [Tfai antiilile ur 8scnt«a na thnt at ■ ntjT wd buBooo, bat In* vol ira* all — 
riitae, uid from vilhio him nine cDeb lilTisc and ]«ttetiv tbioga, m ' - - - 
hiut, uid drev lean Tram the Liflrcn. — Pmto.] 
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Sira». And yet be Wiis 

The earth's perfection of all mental beauty, 
And personification of all virtne. 
But jou reject him ? 

vfrM. If his form could bring me 

That which redeem'd it — no. 

Stran, I iiave no power 

To promise that ; but you may try, and find it 
Easier in such a form, or in your own. 

Am. No. I was not boru for philosophy, 
Though I have tliat about me which has need on 't. 
Let him fleet on. 

Stran. Be air, thou hemlock- drinker ! 

[Tht thadom of Sotrata diii^ptan : (Hio(A«r ri(M. 

A^ What's here? whose broad brow and whose curly 
beard 
And manly aspect look like Hercules, 
Save that bis jocund eye hath more of Bacchus 
Than the sad purger of the infernal world. 
Leaning dejected on his club of conqueat. 
As if he knew the wortldeasness of those 
For whom he had fougbt, 

Slran. It was the man who lost 

The ancient world for love. 

Ant. I cannot blame him. 

Since I have risk'd my soul because I Slid not 
That wbich he eichanged the earth for. 

Stran. Since so far 

You seem congenial, wiD you wear his features ? 

Am. No. As you leave me choice, I nm difficult. 
If but to see the heroes I should ne'er 
Have seen else on this side of the dim shore 
Whence they float back before us. 

Slran, Hence, triumvir, 

Tby Cleopatra's waiting. 

\Tkc tAade of Anient/ ditapptart : onMitr rita. 

Am, Who is tiiis ? 

M'ho truly looketh like a demigod, 
llluoming and briglit, with golden hair, and stature. 
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If not more high than mortal, yet immortal 
lu all that namelcBs bearing of hia limbs, 
Wliicli he wenrs as the sun liis rays — a aometliing 
Which shines from him, and vet is but the flashing 
Emanation of a thing more glorious atill. 
Was he ^er human only ?* 

Slran. Let the earth apeak. 

If there be atoms of him left, or even 
Of the more aoiid gold that form'd his urn. 

Am. Who was this glory of mankind P 

Stran. The shame 

Of Greece in peace, her thunderbolt in war — 
Demetriua the Macedonian, and 
Taker of cities. 

Am. Yet one shadow more. 

Stran. {addremng the thadoui). Get tliee to Lamia'a lap t 

\Tht Aadc of Demdriui PoliorrtUM vaniAct ! oaoCAr ri 
I'll tit you Still, 
Fear not, my hunchback : if tlie shadows of A.p-'^G 

That which eiialed please not your nice ta3t«, k'i^J%.'^ 
I'll animate the ideal marble, till 
Your soul be reconciled to her new garment. 

Am. Content I I will fix here. 

Stran, I must commeml 

Your choice. The godlike son of the sea-goddess. 
The unshoni boy of Peleus, with his locks 
As beautiful and clear as the amber waves 
Of rich Pactolus, roll'd o'er sands of gold, 
Softcu'd by intervening crystal, and 
Rippled like flowing waters by the wind. 
All vow'd to SpiTcbius as rhey were — behold them I 
And kirn — as he stood by Potixcna, 
With sanctiou'd and Hiili softeii'd love, before 
The altar, gajuug un liis Trojan bride, 
With some remorMi within for Hector sloin 
And Priam weeping, mingled with deep paasion 

* [Tba hcsnijr and mimo/ DcmFtrioa Foliornta ngn •oinimllAtlo tlwt no >lBtiiat) 
UT lainlcr nulH bit off \ likaiicu. Hi* c^anlciuuin Imd t, iniitnn of (nee •nd 
ilignilT, uul ■» M >inoii aaiichln kiiiI taful, nnd thr uiuubclD«l Mid ntgn aLf nS 
jDDlii wu lilomlnl wHiJi th« iitiwtj of Ikn hrra uid tbt king. — fl.tiTAM>.] 
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For the sweet downcast virgin, wliose jonng hand 
IVembled in Ait who slew her brother. So 
He stood i' the temple I Look upon him as 
Greece look'd her last upon her best, the instant 
Ere Paris' arrow flew, 

Jnt. I gaze upon him 

As if I were his soul, whose form shall soon 
Envelope mine, 

Stran. You have done well. The greatest 

Deformilj should onl^ barter with 
The estreraest beauty, if the proverb's true 
Of mortals, that extremea meet. 

Ant. Come ! Be quick ! 

I am impatient. 

Stran. As a youthful beauty 

Before her glass. You both see wbiit is not. 
But dream it is what must be. 

Ant. Alust I wait? 

Stran. No; that were a pity. Itut a word or two! 
His stature is twelve cubits ; would jou so far 
Outstep these times, and be a Titan ? Or 
(To talk canooicallv) wax a son 
Of Anak ? 

Am. Why not ? 

Stran. Glorious ambition ! 

1 love thee moat in dwarfs ! A mortal of 
Philistine stature would have gladly pared 
Ilis own Goliath down to a slight David ; 
But thou, my manikin, wouhlst soar a show 
Rather than hero. Thou slmlt be indulged. 
If such be thy desire ; and yet, by being 
A little less removed from present men 
lu figure, thou canst sway them more ; for all 
\Vould rise against thee now, as if to hunt 
A new-found mammoth : and their cursed engines, 
Their culverins, and so forth, would find way 
Through our friend's armour there, with greater ease 
Than the adulterer's arrow through liis heei 
Which Thetis had forgotten to baptise 
Ir. Styx. 



THE DSFORMEB TRANSFOEMKD. 



[" 



Am, Then let it be as thou deem'sl best. 

Strati. Thou shiilt be beaateous as the thiiig thou 
And strong as what it was, aiid 

Arn. I ask not 

For valour, aince deformity is daring.' 
It is its essence to o'crtake mankind 
By heart and soul, and make itself the equal — 
Ay, the superior of the rest. There is 
A spur in its halt movements, to become 
All that the others eaiinot, in such things 
As still are free to botli, to compensate 
For stepdame Nature's avarice at first. 
Tliey woo with fearless deeds the smiles of fortune. 
And oft, like Timour the lame Tartar, win them. 

Stran. Well spoken ! And thou doubtless wilt remain 
Form'd as thou art. I may dismiss tlie mould 
Of shadow, which must turn to flesh, to incase 
This daring soul, wiiicli could achieve no leas 
Without it. 

Am. Had no power presented me 

'i'he possibility of change, I would 
Have done the best wliich spirit may to make 
Its way with all deformity's dull, deadly, 
Discouraging weight upou me, like a mountain, 
In feeling, on my heart as on my shoulders — 
A hateful and unsightly molehill, to 
The eyes of happier men. I would have look'd 
On beauty in that sex which is the type 
Of all we know or dream of beautiful 
Beyond the world they brighten, with a sigh — 
Not of love, but despair; nor sought to win. 
Though to a heart all love, what could not love me 
In turn, because of this vile crooked clog. 
Which makes me lonely. Nay, I could have borne 

' (" WboaDever," nji Lanl Buon, " hatli anyttiiiig Gicd in taa ponon Ui>t doth 
indBca a}Dtemu^ lulli titt % ptrpMukl ipui in Ummilf to naona tod deliver Utuelf 
hum nora ; uunfon, all dafofmed piit»>ai an ettrema bold ; tin, at in their •>■& 
dafapee, aa bcdng axpoaed to arom, but in pnccM oTtime bj a gaoenJ hahil : tiao \\ 
attrrath in than indiubT. and eajicdiJIy uf thi* Idnd, to *at«l> uid obaerri tha 
wetliDrai of oUim, tliBt \iiry majr have ■.mcvliat to r*|>a;," Lord Brton'* ^att 
luftaAiit, oUen a lx>;. to dittjiictiou «u tlial uuk of dofuimitf , bf ao acuta MM* of 
*liicb lie nufint (tuDg into tJic unbiliuu u' being gnat. —Mo«M(.| 
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It. all, bad not ni; mother fpuirn'd me from Ijcr. 
The she-bear licks lier cubs into a. sort 
Of shape ; — my dam beheld my shape was hopelesa. 
Uad she exposed me, like tlie Spartan, ere 
1 knew the passionate part of life, 1 bad 
BecD B clod of the vaUey, — happier notliing 
Than what I am. But even thus, the lowest. 
Ugliest, and meatiest of maiikiud, what courage 
And perseverance coald have done, pcrcJiance 
Had made me sometliing — as it has made heroes 
Of the same mould as mine. You lately ciiw me 
Master of my own life, and quick to quit it ; 
And he wlio is so is the master of 
Whatever dreads to die. 

Slran. Decide between 

What you have been, or will be. 

Ara. I have done so. 

You have open'd brighter prospects to my eyea. 
And sweeter to my heart. As I am now, 
1 might be fear'd, admired, respected, loved 
Of ail save those next to me, of whom I 
Would be beloved. As thou showest me 
A choice of forms, I tiite the one I view. 
Haste ! haste ! 

Strait. And what shall / wear ? 

Am. Surely, he 

W'ho can command all forma will choose the highest. 
Something superior even to that which was 
Pelidea now before us. Perhaps Ait 
Who slew him, tliat of Paris : or — still Idgher — 
The poet's god, cEothed in such limbs as are 
Themselves a poetry. 

Siran, Less will content me; 

For T, too, love a change. 

Arn. Your aspect is 

Dusky, but not uncomely. 

Siran. If I chose, 

1 might be whiter j but I have a pencliant 
For black — it is so honest, and besides 
Can neither blush with shame nor pale with fcnrj 
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But I liavG worn it loDg enongb of kte. 
And iiow I'll take your figure. 

Ar>i. Mine! 

Slran. Tea. Toa 

Shall change with Tlietis' son, and I witli Bertha, 
Your mother's offspring. People have their tastes ; 
You have yours — I mine. 

Am. Despatch I despatch I 

Stran. Even so. 



Beautiful shadow 

Of Thetis's boy ! 
Who sleeps in the meadow 

Whose grass grows o'er Troy : 
From tlie red earth, like Adam,' 

Thy likeness I shape. 
As the being who made him. 

Whose actions I ape. 
Thou clav, be all glowing, 

■nil the rose in his cheek 
Be as fair, as when blowing, 

It wears its first streak 1 
Ye violets, I scatter, 

Now turn into eyes 1 
And thou, sunshiny wat«r, 

Of blood take the guise I 
Let these hyacinth boughs 

Be his long flowing hair» 
And wave o'er his brows, 

As thou wavest in airl 
Let his heart be this marble 

I tear from the rock ! 
But his voice as the warble 

Of birds on yon onk ! 
Let liis flesh be the purest 

Of mould, in which grew 
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Tlie lily-root surest. 

And drank the best ilcw ! 
Let his limbs be tbe lighteat 

Wbich clay can compound. 
And his aspect the brightest 

On earth to be found I 
Elements, near me. 

Be mingled and atirr'd. 
Know me, and hear me. 

And leap to my word I 
Sunbeams, awaken 

This earth's animation I 
Tis done ! He liath taken 

His stand in creation ! 

[AftaoLD failt naoAiu ; hu xnil paaiei into Ihe iliape of A ehilla, 
loA kk rita /lom tint grmind ; icKUr, Ihe phatluni. hitt 
diiapptartd, part b^ part, ai the fyure vat formed /rom (A« 

Jf*, {in iis new /oral). I love, and I sliall be beloved ! Oh, 
life! 
At last I feel thee I Glorious spirit t 

Stran, Stop ! 

What shall become of your abandon'd garment, 
Yon hump, and lump, and clod of ughness, 
Which late you wore, or were? 

Arn. Who cares? Let wolves 

And vultures take it, if they will. 

S/ran. And if 

They do, and are not scared by it, you'll say 
It must be peace-time, and no better fare 
Abroad i' the Gelds. 

Am. Let us but leave it there ; 

No matter what becomes on't. 

Slraa. That's ungracious ; 

If not ungrateful. Whatsoe'er it be. 
It hath sustain'd your bouI full many a day. 

Am. Ay, as the dunghill may conceal a gem 
Which is now set in gold, as jewels should be. 

Slran. But if I give another form, it must be 
By fair exchange, not robbery. For they 
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Who make men without women's aid have long 
Had patents for tlie wune, and do not love 
Your interlopers. The devil may take men. 
Not make ttiem, — though he reap the benelit 
Of the original workmanship : — and therefore 
Some one mu.«t be found to assume the shape 
Ton have quitted. 
Jm. Who would do so? 

Siran. That I know not, 

And therefore I must. 

Am. To J I 

Siran, I said it ere 

Ton inhabited jour present dome of bejiuly. 

Ara. True. I forget all things in the new joj 
Of this immortal change. 

Siran. In a few moments 

I will be aa jou were, and you shall see 
Yourself for ever by you, as your shadow. 
Am. I would be spared this. 
Siran. But it cannot be. 

What I shrink already, being what you are, 
From seeing what you were? 
Am. Do as thou wilt. 

Stran. (to tie late form «/" Abkold, ej-tnded on tiu eartk). 
Clay I not dead, but soul-less ! 

Tliough no man uould choose thee. 
An immortal no less 

Deigns not to refuse tUee. 
Clay (hou arl ; and unto spirit 
AJl clay is of equal merit. 
Fire! teitAoiU wliich nought can live; 
Fire I but in which nought can live, 
Sitvr the fubled salamander. 
Or immortal souls which wander, 
Prnjing what doth not foi^ve. 
Howling fur a drop of water. 

Burning in n quenchless lot : 
Fire I the only clement 

Where nor fish, beast, bird, nor wonn, 
Save the worm which dieth not. 
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Can preserve a moment's form. 
But must with thyself be blcDt : 
Fire I man's safeguard and his slaughter : 
Fire I Creation's first-born daughter. 

And Destruction's threaten'd son. 

When heaven with the world hat!i done : 
Fire ! assist me to renew 
Life in what lies in my view 

Stiff and cold 1 
His resurrection rests witii me and joq 1 
One little, marshy spark of Same — 
And he ^ain shall seem the same ; 

But I Lis spirit's place shall hold ! 

[Ah iffnlt-fatwia fMt through the iBood aiid reiii an tht hram oj 
the iiidy. The Stranger diiappearx : iMt iodf HtM. 

Jm. (« ii. new/orm). Oh ! horrible ! 

Stran. {in Abhold's late siitpe). Wliat! tremblest thon? 

Arn. Not bo— 

I merely shudder. Where is fled the shape 
Thou lately worest ? 

Slran. To the world of shadows. 

But let us thread the present. Whither wilt thou ? 

Jn. Must thou be my companion P 

Siran. Wherefore notP 

Your betters keep worse company. 

Arn. Mj/ betters 1 

Stran. Oh ! you wax proud, I see, of your new form : 
I'm glad of that. Ungrateful too I That's well; 
Yon improve apace ; — two cliaiiges in an instant. 
And you are old in the world's ways already. 
But bear with me ; indeed you'll find me useful 
Upon your pilgrimage. But come, pronounce 
Where shall we now be errant ? 

Jm. Where the world 

Is thiclcest, that I may behold it in 
Its woridngs. 

Stran. That's to say, where there is war 

And woman in activity. Let's see I 
Spain — Italy— the new Atlantic world — 
Afric with all its Moors. In very truth. 
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There is small choice : the whole race are just now ^| 

Tugging as usual at each other's hearts. ^M 

Am. I have heard great things of Borne. ^| 

Slran. A goodlj choice—* 

And scarce a better to be found on earth, 
Since Sodom was put out. Tlie field is vide too; 
For now the Prank, and Hun, and Spanish scion 
Of the old Vandals, are at play along 
The sunny shores of the world's garden. 

An. How 

Shall we proceed P 

Slran. Like gallants, on good counen. 

What, ho ! my chargers ! Never yet were better. 
Since Phaeton was upset into the Po. 
Our pages too I 



iWo- fwo Pagti, iBilh /our eoal-blati Aw**. 

Ant. A noble sight I 

Strait. And of 

A nobler breed. Match me in Barbary, 
Or your Kochhni race of Araby, 
With these ! 

Am. The mighty steam, which volumes higli 

Prom their proud nostrils, burns the very air ; 
And sparks of flame, like dancing lire-flies wheel 
Around tlieir muncs, as common insects swarm 
Hound common steeds towards sunset. 

Stran. Mount, my lord : 

Tliey and I are your servitors. 

Ant. And these 

Our dark'Cyed pages — what may be tlieir nameaP 

Straa. You shall baptize them. 

Am. What! in holy water P 

StraH. Why not? The deeper sinner, belter saint, 

An. Tliey arc beautiful, and cannot, sure, be demons. 

Stran. True; the devil's always ugly; and your bcan^ 
Is never diabolical. 

An. I'll cull him 

Who beats the gulden born, and wvsin such bright 
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Aai blooming sspect, Huon ; for Ire looks 
Like to the ioi-ely hoy lost in the forest, 
And never found till now. And for the other 
And darker, and more thouglitfd, who smiles not. 
But louks aa serious though serene as niglit. 
He shall be Memnon, from the Ethiop king 
^Vbose statue tarns a harper once a day. 
And you ? 

Stran. I have ten thousand names, and twice 
As many attributes ; but as I wear 
A human shape, will take a human name. 

»Af%. More human than the shape (though it was mine 
once) 
Itnut. 
Siran. Then call me Ceesar. 
1 An. Why, that name 

fedoogs to empiies, and has been but borne 
'Bj the world's lords. 
Stmn. And therefore fittest for 

The devil in disguise — since so you deem me. 
Unless you call me pope instead. 

An. Well, then, 

CsBsar thou shalt be. For myself, my name 
Shall be plain Arnold still. 

Cm. We'll add a title— 

"Count Arnold : " it hath no ungracious sound. 
And will look well upon a billet-doux. 
Am. Or in an order for a battle-field. 
Cat. {nng»). To horse I to horse I my coal-black steed 
Paws the ground and snuffs the air 1 
There's not a foal of Arab's breed 

More knows whom he must bear; 
On the hill he wilt not tire. 
Swifter as it waxes higher ; 
In the marsh lie will not slacken. 
On the plain be overtaken ; 
In tlie wave he will not sink. 
Nor pause at the brook's side to drink ; 
In the race he will not pant, /^MkH^ 

In the combat he'll not faint; "^' — - 
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On the stones he n-ill not stumble, 

Time nor toil shall make him humble ; 

In the stall he will not stiffen. 

But be winged as a grifiin. 

Only flying with his feet : 

And will not such a voyage be sweet ? 

Merrily ! merrily ! never unsound, 

Shalt our bonny black: horses skim over the ground I 
From the Alps to the Caucasus, ride we, or fly ! 
For we'll leave tliem behind in tlie glance of an eye. 

[Tlieg mnnU tlitir konv, ami dUapfmr 



A Camp befort <A« wuOt of Rome. 
AuoLD and Cmuk. 

Cat. You are well entered now. 

Am, Ay ; but my path 

Has been o'er carcasses : mine eyes are full 
Of blood. 

Cat. Tlien wipe them, and see clearly. Why I 
Thou art a conqueror; the chosen knight 
And free companion of the gallant Bourbon, 
Late constable of France ; and now to be 
Lord of the city which hath been cartli's lord 
Under its emperors, and — changing sex. 
Not sceptre, an hermaphrodite of empire — 
Lady of the old world. 

Am. How (Mf Whati are there 

JVifw worlds ? 

Cat. To ym. You'll find there are such shortly, 
By its rich harvests, new disease, and gold; 
From one kalfoi the world named a vihnU new one, 
Because you know no better thau the dull 
And dubious notice of your eyes and ears. 

Am. I'll trust them. 

0«. Do I They will deceive yoa sweeti/. 

And that is better than the bitter truth. 

Am. Dogt 
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Monr 



Devil! 
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Qtt. Your obedient liumble servant. 

Am. Say rmufer rather. Thou hast lured me on, 
Throogh Bcenes of blood and lust, till I am here. 

Cos. And where wouldat thou be? 

Am. Oh, at peace — in peace. 

Cm. And where is that which is so? I'rom tlie star 
To the windmg worm, all life is motion j and 
In hfe commotion is the eittreraest point 
Of life. The planet wheels till it becomes 
A comet, and destroying as it sweeps 
The stars, goes out. T!ie poor worm winds its way, 
Living upon the death of otlier things. 
But still, like them, must live and die, tlie subject 
Of something which has made it live and die. 
You must obey what all obey, tlie rule 
Of fii'd necessity : against her edict 
BebetlioD prospers not. 

Am. And when it prospers 

Cai. "Ks no rebellion, 

Ath. Will it prosper now ? 

Com. The Bourbon hatli given orders for the assaults 
And by the dauTi there will be work. 

Am. Alas 1 

And shall the city yield? I see the giant 
Abode of the true God, and his true saint. 
Saint Peter, rear its dome and cross into 
That sky whence Christ ascended from the cross, 
Wliich his blood made a badge of glory and 
Of joy (as once of tfirture unto him, 
God and God's Son, man's sole and only refuge). 

Cat. 'Tia there and shall be. 

Am. What ? 

Ctn. The crucitis 

Above, and many altar shrines below. 
Also some culveriiis upon the walls. 
And harquebusses, and what not; besides 
Tlie men who are to kindle them to death 
Of other men. 
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Am. Aiid those scarce inDrt;il arciies. 

Pile above pile of everlasting wall, 
The theatre where emperors mkI tln-ir subjecia 
(Those subjects liamani) stixid at guze ujx)d 
The battles of the monarchs of the wild 
Ad<I wood, the lion ami his tusky rebels 
Of the then untamed desert, broaght to joust 
In the arena (as right well thej miglit, 
Wlien they had left no human foe unconquer'd) ; 
Made even the forest pay its tribute of 
Life to their amphitheatre, as well 
Aa Dacia men to die the eternal death 
For a sole instant's pastime, and " Pass on 
To a, new gladiator I " — Must it fall ? 

Cfti. The city, or the amphitheatre ? 
The church, or one, or all? for you confound 
Both them and me. 

An. To-morrow sounds the assault 

With the first cock-crow. 

Cm. Which, if it end with 

The evening's first iiiglitiiignle, will be 
Something new in the annals of great sieges ; 
YoT men must have their prey after long toil. 

Am. The sun goes down as calmly, and perhaps 
More beautifully, than he did on Kome 
On the day Bcmus leapt her wall. 

Qt». 1 sav him. 

Am. You I 

C(t3^ Yea, sir. You forget I am or wm 

Spirit, till I took up with your cast shape. 
And a worse name. Pm Cresnr anfl n hunch-back 
Now. Well ! the first of Caaars was a bald-head. 
And loved his laurels Inciter as a wig 
(So history says) thim as u glory.* Tims 
Thf world runs on, but we'll be merry stilL 
I MW your Romulus (simple as I am) 



... . — . *, of ftll tlu bongon sunhrnil upon bin l? tia aoute *»! pniplf, 

I Vhm «H MM wUok h« eithir Mxpptid or luod •rlth » micb plcMun w tbc ricM rf 
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Slay his own twin, quick-bom of tlie same womb. 
Because he leapt a ditch ('twas ttieii no wall, 
'VVIiate'er it now be); and Rome's earliest cemeut 
Was brother's blood ; and if its native biood 
Be spilt till the choked 'Vihei lie ua red 
As e'er 'twaa jellow, it will never wear 
The deep hue of the ocean and tiie earth. 
Which the great robber aoiis of fratricide 
Have made their never-ceasing scene of slaughter 
For ages. 

Am. But what have tiiese done, their far 
I Bcmote descendants, who have lived in peace, 
I The pciicG of heaven, and in her suusliiriu of 
Piety? 

Crr». And what had tiey done, whom the old 
fiomaus o'erswept ? — Ilark I 

Jrn. They are soldiers singing 

A reckless roiuidelay, upon the eve 
Of many deaths, it may be of their own. 

G«. And why should they not sing as well as swans P 
They are black ones, to be sure. 

jJm. So, you are learn'd, 

I see, too ? 

Gm. In niy grammar, certea. I 

Was educated for a monk of all times, 
And once I was well versed in the forgotten 
Etruscan letters, and — were I so minded — 
Could make their hieroglyphics plainer than 
Yonr alphabet. 

Jrn. And wherefore do you not? 

Cm. It answers better to resolve the alphabetr 
Bsck into hieroglyphics. Like your statesman. 
And prophet, pontiff, doctor, alchymist. 
Philosopher, and what not, they have built 
Here Babels, without new dispersion, than 
The stammering young ones of the flood's dull ooze. 
Who fail'd and fled each other. Why ? why, marry, 
Because no man could understand his neighbour. 
They are wiser now, and will not separate 
For nonsense. Kay, it is their brotherhood. 



THB DBPOKMED TBAN'SFOKHED. 

Their Shibboleth, their Koran, Talmud, their 
Cabala; their best brick-work, wherewitha] 
They build more 

Ara. [intemipting Aim). Oh, thou everlasting sneerei 
Be ailent I How the soldier'a rough strain seems 
Softeii'd by distance to a hymn-like cadence ! 
Lifiten t 

Cfsi. Yes. I have heard the angels sing. 

Jrn. And demons howl. 

Ci£». And man, too. Let us li 

I lore all music 



8mg ef tht SMitn wictM. 

The black bands came over 

The Alps and their sdow; 
With Bourbon, the rover, 

Tliey pasa'd the broad Po. 
We have beaten all foemen. 

We have captured a king, 
We have tuni'd back on no men. 

And 80 let us sing 1 
Here's the Bourbon for ever I 

Thoagh penniless all, 
We'U have one more endeavour 

At yonder old wall. 
With the Bourbon we'll gnther 

At day -dawn before 
The gates, and together 

Or break or climb o'er 
The wall : on the bidder 

As mounts each firm foot, 
Onr shout shall grow gladder. 

And death only be mute. 
With the Bourbon we'll mount o'er 

The walla of old Home, 
And who then shall count o'er 

The spoils of each dome ? 
Up ! up with the lily 1 

And down with tlie keys 1 



x*w n.} THB DEFORMED TRAITSPOEHSD. 

In old Rome, the seven-liiUy, 

We'll revel at ease. 
Her atreets shall be gory. 

Her Tiber all red, 
And her temples so hoary 

Shall clang with our treai 
Oh, the Bourbon ! tlie Bourbon I 

The Bourbon for aye ' 
Of our song bear the burden 1 

And lire, fire away ! 
With Spain for the vanguard. 

Our varied host comes ; 
And next to the Spaniard 

Beat Germany's drums j 
And Italy's lances 

Are eoueh'd at their mother ; 
Bnt our leader from France is. 

Who warr'd with his brother. 
Oh, the Bourbon t the Bourbon t 

Sans country or home. 
Well follow tiie Bourbon, 

To plunder old Bflme. 

Gu. An indifferent song 

For those within the walls, raethinks, to hear. 

Jm. Yes, if they keep to their chorus. But here c 
The general vrith has chiefs and men of trust. 
A goodly rebeL 

BiUtr tht CorutalU Boursok ' "runt nit," ice. te. 

Phil. How now, noble prince. 

You are not cheerful P 

Bourb. Wliy should 1 be so P 

Phil. Upon the eve of conquest, such as ours. 
Most men would be so. 

Bourb. If I were secure I 



' {Charls of Banrbon tu caiuiD to Pnncii I., uid Cmutable of PnoM. IMiif 
biu«l; penHonted bj the queen- mnlber for hiiTisg declincl the boaoar i}( lier hwid, 
knri Uiroogh licr initigatjgii by the kiug, lie Iraosferred hlu servic«e (o Iho Empum 
Chvla V.I 
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PMl. Doubt not our soldiers. Were the walls of adamanti 
Tiie/d crack them. Hunger is a sharp artillery. 

Bourb. That they will falter is my least of fears. 
That they will be repulsed, with Bourbon for 
Their chief, and all their kindled appetites 
To marshal them on — were those hoary walls 
Mountains, and those who guard them like the gods 
Of the old fables, I would trust my Titans ; — 
But now 

Phil. They arc but men who war with mortals. 

Bourb. True : but those walls have girded in great ages. 
And sent fort!) mighty spirits. The past earth 
And present phantom of imperious Rome 
Is peopled with those warriors ; and methinks 
They flit along the eternal city's rampart, 
And stretch their glorious, gory, shadowy hands. 
And beckon me away 1 

Fkil. So let them ! Will thou 

Turn back from shadowy menaces of shadows? 

Bourb. They do not menace uie. I could have faced, 
Methinks, a Sylla's menace ; but they clasp, 
And raise, and wring their dim and deathlike hands. 
And with their thin aspen faces and fii'd eyes 
Fascinate mine. Look there ! 

Phil. I look upon 

A lofty battlement. 

Bourb. And there ! 

Phil. Not even 

A guard in sight; they wisely keep below, 
Shclter'd by the grey parapet from some 
Stray bullet of our lans(]ueiiets, who might 
Practise in the cool twilight. 

Bourb. Tou are blind. 

Phil. If seeing nothing more tlian may be seen 
Be so. 

Bourb. A thousand years have roann'd the wall 
With all their heroes,— the last Cato stands 
And tears his bowels, rather than survive 
The liberty of that 1 would enslave. 
And the first Cicaar witli his triumphs flits 
From battlement to battlement. 
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The walls for which he conquer'd niid 
Sourb, True: so I will, or perish. 
Fkil. 

In Each a 



I conquer 
ne greater I 



1) die is rather 



Q enterprise t 
The dawn of aii eternal day, than deatli, 

\Coiml AuroLD orul C esar advance 

Ciss. And the mere men — do thej too sweat beneath 
The DOon of this same ever-scorching glorj ? 

Bourb. Ah 1 

Welcome the bitter huncliback ! and his masfer, 
The beauty of our host, and brave aa beauteous. 
And generous as lovely. We shall find 
Work for you both ere morning. 

Cat. You will find. 

So please your highness, no le^s for yourself. 

Bourb. And if 1 do, there will not be a labourer 
More forward, hunchback ! 

Oe». You may well sny so, 

For you have seen that back — aa general. 
Placed in the rear in action^but your foes 
Have never seen it. 

Btfurb. That's a fair retort, 

For I provoked it :— but the Bourbon's breast 
Has been, and ever shall be, far advanced 
In danger's face aa jours, were you tlie devil. 

Cies. And if I were, I might have saved myself 
The toil of coming here. 

Piil. Wliyso? 

Cat. One half 

Of your brave bands of their own bold accord 
Will go to him, the other half be sent. 
More swiftly, not less surely. 

Bourb. Arnold, your 

ght crooked friend's as snake-like in liis words 
Aa his deeds. 

Cog. Your highness much mistakes me. 

The first snake was a flatterer — 1 am none ; 
And for my deeds, I only sting when stung. 

B<nirb. You are brave, and that's enough for me ; and quick 



i THB DEFORMED TKANSFORMKD. 

In speech as sharp iii action— oTid that's more. 
I am not alone the soldier, but the soldiers' 
Comrade. 

Get. They are but bad company, your highneo; 
Anf] worse even for their frieuds than foes, as being 
More permanent acquaintance. 

PAil. How now, fellow ( 

Thou waxest insolent, beyond tlie privilege 
Of a buffoon. 

CiEt. You mean I speak the truth. 

I'll lie — it ia as easy : then you'll praise me 
For calling you a hero. 

Bouri. Philibert ! 

Let him alone ; he's brave, and ever has 
Been first, with that swart face and mountain shoulder. 
In field or storm, and patient in starvation ; 
And for his tongue, the camp is full of licence. 
And the sharp stinging of a lively rogue 
Is, to my mind, far preferable to 
The gross, dull, beavy, gloomy eiiccration 
Of a mere famisU'd sullen grumbling slave. 
Whom nothing can convince save a full meal, 
And wine, and sleep, and a few maravedis, 
With which he deems him rich. 

C(s». It would be well 

If the earth's princes ask'd no more. 

Bouri. Be silent I 

Cti. Ay, but not idle. Work yourself wilb words. 
You have few to speak. 

Piil. What means the audacious prater ? 

Gm. To prate, like other prophets. 

Bouri. Philibert I 

Why will you vei him ? Have we not enough 
To think on ? Arnold ! 1 will lead the aitat k 
To-morrow. 

Am. I have beard as much, my lord. 

Bourb. And you will follow P 

Jm. Since I mu!>t not lead* 

Bouri. "Tis necessary for the further daring 
Of nur too needy array, tliat llieir cbief 
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Plant the first foot upou the foreinoat ladder's 
First step. 

ftw. Upon its topmost, let us hope ; 

80 ahall he have his full deserts. 

Bourb. Tiie world's 

Great capital perchance is ours to-morrow. 
Through every change the seven-hill'd city liatli 
BetaiD'd her sway o'er nations, and the CBesars 
But yielded to the Alarics, the Alarics 
Unto the pontiffs. Roman, Goth, or priest. 
Still the world's masters ! Civilised, barbarian, 
. Or saintly, still the walls of Eomitlus 
Have been the circus of an empire. Well I 
Twas thnr turn — now 'tis ours; and let us hope 
That we will fight as well, and rule much better. 

Caa. No doubt, the camp's the school of civic rights. 
What would you mate of Eome P 

Bourb. That which it was. 

Cat. In Alaric's time ? 

Bourb. No, shtve I in the first Csesar'a, 
Whose name you bear like other curs 

Cat. And kings I 

11b a great name for blood-hannds. 

Bourb. There's a demon 

In that fierce rattlesnake thy tongue. Wilt never 
Be serious? 

Cat, On the eve of battle, no ; — 

That were not soldier-like. 'Tis for the general 
To be more pensive : we adventurers 
Must be more cheerful. Wherefore should we tiiiokP 
Our tutelar deity, in a leader's shape. 
Takes care of us. Keep thought aloof from hosts ! 
If the knaves take to thinking, you will have 
To crack those walls alone. 

Bourb. You may sneer, since 

Tis lucky for you that you fight no worse for 't. 

C/e». I thank you for the freedom ; 'tis the only 
Pay I have taken in your highness' service. 

Bourb, Well, sir, to-morrow you shall pny yourself. 
Iiook CD those towers; they hold my treasury : 



rnS DEPOKMED TRAKSFOEMED, 
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But, Philihert, we'll in to council. Arnold, 
We would request your presence. 

Am. Prince I my service 

Ib yours, as ia the field. 

Bourb. In both we prize it, 

And yonre will be a post of trust at daybreak. 

Gm. And mine P 

Bourb. To follow glory with the Bourbon. 

Good night I 

Am. {to C^sak). Prepare our armour for the assault. 
And wait within my tent. 

[Exeunt BocBaoK, A.UOU1, PenjantT, ha. 

Cat. [tolat). Within thy tent! 

Tliiiik'st thou that I pass from thee with mj presence ? 
Or that this crooked coffer, which contain'd 
Thy principle of life, is aught to me 
Except a mask ? And these are men, forsooth I 
Heroes and chiefs, tlie flower of Adam's bastards I 
This is the consequence of giving matter 
The power of thought. It is a stubborn substantia 
And thinks chaotically, as it acts. 
Ever relapsing into its drst elemenlA. 
Well I I must play with these poor puppets : 'tia 
The spirit's pastime in liis idler hours. 
When I grow weary of it, I have business 
Amongst the stars, which these poor creatures deem 
Were made for them to look at. 'Twere a jest now 
To bring one down amongst them, and set fire 
Unto iheir anthill : how the pismires then 
Would scamper o'er the scalding soil, and, ceasing 
From tearing down each other's nests, pipe forth 
One universal orison ! ba ! ha I 
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CkoHit of ^rilt in lAe air. 



Tis the morn, but dim and ilark. 
■Wtither fliea the silent lark ? 
Whither shrinks the clouded aon ? 
Is the (lay indeed begun ? 
Nature's eje is melancholy 
O'er the city high and lioly : 
But vithout there is a din 
Should Biouae the sniuts within, 
And revive the heroic ashes 
Bound which yellow Tiber dashes. 
Oh, ye eeven liilU ! araken. 
Ere your very base be shaken ! 



Hearken to the steady stamp 1 

Mars is in their every tramp ( 

Not a step ia out of tune, 

As the tides obey the moon ! 

On they march, though to self-slaught«x, 

Begular as rolling water, 

Wlioae high-waves o'ersweep the border 

Of huge moles, but keep their order. 

Breaking oidy rank by rank. 

Hearken to the armour's clank ? 

Look down o'er each frowning warrior. 

How he ghires upon the barrier; 

Look on each step of each ladder. 

As the stripes that streak an adder. 
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Look upon the bristling wall, 
Mann'd withont an interval ! 
Konnd and round, and tier on tier. 

Cannon's black moutb, shining spear. 
Lit match, bell-mouth'd musquetoon. 
Gaping to be murderous soon; 
All the warlike gear of old, 
Mix'd willi what we now behold, 
Li this strife 'twixt old and new. 
Gather like a locustii' crew. 
Shade of Remus ! 'tis a time 
Awfvd as thy brother's crime I 
Christians war against Christ's shrine :- 
Must its lot be like to tliine ? 



Neat — and near — and nearer still. 

As the earthquake saps the bill, 

First with trembling, lioltow motion. 

Like a scarce awaken'd ocean, 

Tlien with stronger shock and louder, 

Till the rocks are crush'd to powder,— 

Onward sweeps the rolling host t 

Heroes of the immortal boast ! 

Mighty chiefs ! eternal shadows ! 

First flowers of the bloody meadows 

Which encompass Rome, the mother 

Of a people without brother 1 

Will you sleep when nations' quarrel* 

Flou(!h lite root up of your laurels? 

Ye who weep o'er Carthage burning, 

Weep not — tiriie I for Rome is mourning I ' 



Onward sweep the varied nations 1 
Famine long hath dealt their rations. 

* 8d|da, tkaMond AlHouma, ia aud Ia h*Te repeated > nne cf Hioiwr, n^ 
B*«r tbt baniof of Cnrtluge. R* h»d Utter htm (lutod it « ckpltolktioa. 
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To the wall, with hate and liunger, 
Numerous as wolves, and stronger. 
On they sweep. Oh, glorious city 1 
Moat tliou he a theme for pity ? 
Fight, like your first sire, each Koman I 
Alaric was a geutle foeman, 
Match'd with Bourhon's black banditti 1 
Bouse tliee, thou eternal city ; 
Souse thee ! Rather give the torch 
■With thine own hand to thy porch, 
Than behold such hosts pollute 
Tour worst dwelling with their fout. 



Ah ! behold yon bleeding spectre I 
Ilion's children find no Hector ; 
Priam's offspring loved their brother; 
Home's great sire forgot his mother. 
When he slew his gallant twin. 
With inexpiable sin. 
8ee the giant shadow stride 
Cer the mmparts high and wide I 
When the first o'erleapt thy wall. 
Its fouiidntion mourn'd thy fall. 
Now, though towering like a Babel, 
Who to stop his steps are able ? 
Stalking o'er tliy highest dome, 
Bemna claims his vengeance, Home I 



Now they reach thee in their anger : 
Pi re and smoke and hellish clangour 
Are around thee, thou world's wonder ( 
Death is in thy walls and under. 
Now the meeting steel first ciashes. 
Downward then the ladder crashes. 
With its iron load all gleaming, 
Lving at its foot blaspheming 1 
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Up again ! for every warrior 
Slain, another climbs the barrier. 
Thicker grows the strife ; thy dit<:hea 
Europe'a mingling gore enriches. 
Bome ! although thy wall may perish) 
Such manure thy fielda will cherish, 
Uaking gay the harvest-home ; 
But thy hearths, alas ! oh, Rome I — 
Yet be Rome amidst thine anguish. 
Fight aa thou wast wont to vanquish 1 



Yet once more, ye old Penates I 

Let not your quench'd hearths be Ates 1 

Yet again, ye shadowy heroes. 

Yield not to these stranger Neros I 

Though the son who slew hia mother 

Shed Rome's blood, he was your brother : 

'Tvas the Roman curb'd the Roman ; — 

Brennus was a baf&ed foeman. 

Yet again, ye saints and martyrs, 

Rise ! for yours are holier charters [ 

Mighty gods of temples falling, 

Yet in ruin still appalling I 

Mightier founders of those altars. 

True and Christian, — strike the assaulters! 

Tiber I Tiber t let tiiy torrent 

Show even nature's self abhorrent. 

Let each breathing heart dilated 

Turn, as doth the lion baited t 

Rome be crush'd to one wide tomb, 

But be still the Roman's Rome 1 



£ourd. Hold, Arnold 1 1 am first. 
An. Not so, my lord. 

Bauri. Hold, sir, I charge you 1 Follow I I am proud 
Of such & follower, but will brook no leader. 

[BoDMDi fiantt kit ladtUr, b>kJ Itgint to m 
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Nuvr, bojs ! On ! on I 

[A Aol ttriJca him, a«d Dot kbok /ail 

Ce*. And off! 

Am. Eternal powers ! 

Tlie host will be appall'd, — but vengeance ! vengeance ! 
Bouri. "Tis nothing — lend me jour hand. 

[BoDBBON taka Abkoui bj/ rht hand, and run ; in/ oi At i-n 
hit fool on Iht ilrp, faiU again. 

Arnold ! I uin .-[n ■ 
Conceal my fall— all will go well^conceul it 1 
Kling mj eloak o'er what will be dust anoD ; 
1^ not the soldiers see it. 

Jm. Yoa must be 

Kemoved ; the aid of 

Bourb, No, my gallant boy : 

De^th is upon me. But what is one life ? 
The Bourbon's spirit shall command tliem still. 
Keep them yet ignorant that I am but clay, 
Till ibey are conquerors — then do as you may. 

Co*. Would not your highness choose to kiss the cross F 
"We have no priest here, but the hilt of s«ord 
May serve instead : — it did the same for Bayard, 

Bourb. Thou bitter slave ! to name kirn at this time ! ' 
But I deserve it. 

Am. {to C^sar). Villain, hold jour pence ! 

Cat, What, when a Christian dies ? Shall I not oHer 
A Christian " Vade in pace ? " 

An. Silence I Oil ' 

Those eyes are glazing which o'erlook'd the world. 
And saw no equal. 

Bourb. Arnold, shouldst thou see 

France But hark ! hark ! the assault groivs wnriiier- (Hi ! 

For but an hoar, a minute more of life. 

To die within the wall ! Hence, Arnold, hence ! 

You lose time — they will conquer Borne without thee. 



* [Bajsrd, vbea djiisg, nied tha gD&rd of his sword for a ecom. It vu ^a he u 
Boftallx woiuuled kt tfae foot of a tree that Boiirboo, luBning bj vitli the victorioui 
ImpcrialutJ, eipreased iiia compaNsion. "Fit; nut mc," aaiil Bajarti, "fur 1 Av 
tlk<> an bonwt mail ; but I pitj fou who ara Krriug agiiniit jonr king, yoor couutrj 

^^ iDil Tonroatli-" Eeuce tlie dyiug Bonrbon eidauoa againit Gnsar for faringiug ti 

^H^ Ini luiiul the lebnke of tlie d^iug Bajard.J 
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Jrn, And without Ikee, 

Stmrb. Not so ; I'll lead them still 

In spirit. Cover up my dust, and breathe not 
That I have ceased to breathe. Away ! aud be 
Victorious, 

Jrn. But I must not leave thee thus. 

Bimrb. You must — farewell — Up ! up I the world is winmng. 



Cat. (to AaMOLD). 



Come, count, to business. 

True. I'll weep hereafter. 

Ti BoDKBOM'a body with a maatU, uutuMt* tht laddtr, 



[ARNOLD RH 

The Bourbon I Bourhon ! On, hoys I Rome is ours ! 
C^. Good night, lord constable I thou «ert a man. 

[C«UB /oIIoiH Arkdui; they riach tlu baalemtiit; Auoui tuut 
C«ui art itntek dom. 
Get. A predoos somerset I Is your countship injured ? 
Am. Mo. 

[Pemounlt tht laddrr. 

On. A rare blood-hound, when his own is heated ! 

And 'tis no boy's play. Now he strikes them down 1 
His hand is on the bnttlement — he grasps it 
As though it were an altar ; now his foot 

Is on it, and What have we here ? — a Boman P 

[J «««/«& 
The first bird of the covey ! he has faUen 
On the outside of the neal. Why, how now, fellow P 

Wounded Man. A drop of water ! 

Cat. Blood's the only liquid 

Nrarer tlinn Tiber. 

Wounded Man. I have died for Home. 

Ca: And so did Bourbon, in another sense. 
Oh, these immortftl men I and tiieir great motives I 

• [Ob Ui< fint oT Mar. 1B!T, Uc Gouitable uuJ bi« umr tuat, in right ot Kadi^ 

*ai l}iB Di'it oiciniiiig oiDimcDCcd thf alUcli, Ikmrbnri wun > whit* mt tnta liia 
■rmnnr, in onlcr, hg Mid, to be man (ontpiruoni txtth tii hii fritDdi uut fijM. II* 
l«l DD to lb* walli, and oimmenoHl a rorioiu a««ult, ir)i:rh vm i«piined ■itb aqoal 
TJolcDRe. MnBnK Ihat bia armj began to n>«r, be •eueil ■ •ralis(-Ud<l(T tnu k 
•clilier (t«i»iiug, inc) vai in the act of aacending, wbn be wae piercad \x] • maaki^ 
ball, and telL Feeling tbat bia vinuid vae mortal, be itnaireJ Uut b - - - ■- 

lie iimfiliiit from liia ■oldiei^ and iDxtaotl/ eipirod. — luirtvrwi.J 
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Bat 1 must after vaj joung cliargf. He is 
By thic time i' the foram. Charge ! charge ! 

[CssAB mounli iKt ladder ; flu le 



Tkl Oity.~Combi^ btHerea lAt BtsUijeTi and Ba'wjcd in 
hhabitanU Jtymg in eonfmvm. 



Gr*. I cannot find my hero ; lie is mix'd 
With the heroic crowd that now pursue 
Tlic fugitives, or battle with the dusperate. 
"What have we here ? A cardinal or two 
Thai do not aeem in love with martyrdom. 
llow the old red-shanla scamper 1 Could tliey doff 
llieir hose as they have doffd their hats, 'twould b» 
A blessing, as a mark tlie less for plunder. 
But let them fly ; tlie crimson kennels uow 
Will not much stain tlieir stockings, since the miro 
Is of the self-same purple hue. 



BitUr a Parig figklitig—LBS 



U the htud of the Bttiegtn. 



He comes, 
Hand in hand with the mild twins — Gore and Glorv. 
UoJla I hold, count ! 

jfrw. Away ! they must not rally. 

Cat. I tell thee, be iiot rash ; a golden bridge 
Is for a flying enemy. I gave thee 
A form of beauty, and ar. 
Eiemption from some maladies of body. 
But not of miTid, which is not mine to give. 
But though i gave the form of Tlietis' son, 
I dipt thee not in Styx ; and 'gainst a foe 
I would not warrant thv chivalric heart 
Uore tlian Felides' liee) ; why, then, be cautioua^ 
And know thyself a mortal still. 

Ath. And who 

^ith anght of soul would combat if he were 
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? 


iDvulnerable P That were pretty sport. 




Think'st tliou I beat for hares when lions roar? 




[Auow rwAn Ma i 


•}>t CO«W. 


Cxi. a precious sample of huinanitj 1 




Well, his blood's up ; and if a little's shed, 




"Iwill serve to curb his fever. 




[AuioLii engnga vUK a Roman, hAd rcfina Initardt 


ai-i^ka. 


Arn. Yield thee, slave 1 




I pnimise quarter. 




Jtom. That's soon said 




Am. And done 




My word is known. 




Rom. So shall be my deeds. 




(7ft»p Tf engage. Caui m" 




Ces. Why, Arnold I hold thine own : thou hasl in liai 


lid 


A f;iiuous artisan, a cunning sculptor ; 




Also a dealer in the sword and dagger. 




Not «>, my musqucteer j 'twas he who slew 




The Bourbon from the wall. 




^tfH. A?, did he so? 




Then he hath carved his monument. 




Smr. I yet 




May live to carve your better's. 


M 


Cm. WeU said, my man of marble 1 Beiivciiuto. 


■ 


Thou hast some practice in both ways ; and lie 


V 


Who slays Cellini wiU have worlc'd as hard 




As e'er thon didst upon Carrara's blocks.' 




[AuroLD duaniu ami «<»m/j Celliri, £«! tH-ii'ly : 


'ki lalttr 


dram a piMot, and jirri; Ihm mint, and 




Ihrousk At jmrtito. 




Cof. How farest tliou? Thou hsat a U^tc, niethitiks; 




or red Bellona's banquet. 




Arn. {ttaggen). Tis a scratch. 


^ 


Lend uie thy scarf. He shall not 'scnpe me tlius. 


^ 




[it«iu> 


ddibonito oin tX ■ penun -ho mhidwI Io be liA«l kbov» U>c n«t. I 










widenlood >fkrwu<U. tl.it ohiaT peiKiuun wboin I nw ninH nl.in tba n.!."— ^— 


Vol. i. p. 130. TLia, howBTer, i> out of th« nuuij itunvt u Cellinj-i uui 


luiof »>ta- ^m 


•i.«»pb7 -Wch n.>lKKl7 crtdita.] 


J 



a.} 



THE SBFOIUIED TRANSFOHMED. 



I 



Cm. Where is it? 

Jm. In the shouliJ«r, not the aworJ arin— 

And that's enough. I am tliirst; : would I had 
A helm of water ! 

Cm. That's a liquid now 

To requintion, but bj no means easiest 
To come at. 

Am. And my thirst increases ; — but 

111 find a way to quench it, 

Cat. Or be quench'd 

Thyself. 

Am. The chance ia even ; we will throw 
The dice thereon. But I lose time in prating ; 
Prithee be quick. 

[CxBiK bindi OH (i< icarf. 

And what dost thou so idly P 
Wliy dost not strike ? 

Gtt. Tour old philosophers 

Beheld mankind, as mere spectators of 
The Olympic games. When I behold a prize 
Worth wrestling for, I may be found a Milo. 

An. Ay, 'gainst an oak. 

Ces. A forest, when it suits me ; 

I combat with a mass, or not at all. 
Jleantime, pursue thy sport as I do mine ; 
Which is just now to gaze, since all these labourers 
Will reap my harvest gratis. 

Ara. Thou art still 

A fiend ! 

Cm. And thou — a man. 

Am. Why, such I fain would show me. 

Get. True— as men are. 

Am. And what is that P 

Gxt. Thou feelest and tlion see'st. 



THB DEFOaWKD TRAKSi'UttMKD. 



Si. Ptltr't^TJu tiUtnor of thi Chweh—T/it Popt al the AUof—Pritil; A 
crowdiiv m cvh/hiwis o«d Cititau fiying for rtfvgt, pMriiiid by Soldiery. 



A ^Mttiti Soldier. Down with them, comrades, seize upon IhoM 
lampa I 
Cleave yon bald-pated shaveling to the chine I 
His lota.Tj'i o( gold ! 

Luth^an Soldier. Revenge ! revenge 1 
Plunder hereafter, but for vengeance now — 
Yonder stands Anti-Christ 1 

Qfa. {interpo»ing). How now, schismaUo P 

What wouldst thou ? 

Lulk, Sold, In the holy name of Christ, 

Destroy proud Anti-Christ. I am a ClirJstiaiL 

Cat. Yea, a disciple that would make tlie foundi-r 
Of your belief renounce it, could lie see 
Sueb |irose1yt«3. Best stint thyself to plunder. 

Luth. Sold. I say he is the devil. 

Ori. Hush I keep liiiil scrret. 

Lest lie should recognise yon for his own. 

Lttth. Sold. Why would you save him ? I repeat lie is 
The devil, or the devil's vicar u|H>n earlh. 

CiM. And tliat's the reason : would you make a quarrel 
With your best friends ? You had far best be quiet j 
His hour is not yet come. 

luti. Sold. Tliat shall be seen I 

[7^ Lulkmm Soldier rwAa /orvird: a ikM ^rikt* Him from 
me of Iht Po^i Cnarit, and lu /otfi al At Juit iij the 
AUar. 

Gtt. (to /Ae Lutkeran). I told you so. 

huth. Sold. And will you nut avenge meP 

Cat. Not I [ You know that " Vengeance is the Lord's : " 



You sec he loves no Interlopers 
}^tk. SoU. (dyin,,). 



<vi iilJ toe deformed TBANSFOtaiED, 

ll&d I but slain him, I had gone on high, 
Crown'd with elemal glory ! Heaven, forgive 
My feebleness of arm that reach'd him not. 
And take tiiy servant to thy mercy. 'I'is 
A glorious triumpli still; proud Babylon's 
No more ; the Harlot of the Seven Hills 
Hatii changed her scarlet raiiriejit for suckctoLh 
And ashes I 



I 
I 



u amidst the rest. 



Cm. Yes, thine 

WeD done, old Babel I 

[7^ Guard! defend themidta detpa-attly, vhOe Iht P'xiliJI 
taeapa, bji a pristUe panwjt, to tht Fn^icait and Ihc CiulU 
of SI. A^a. 

Gta. Ha ! right nobly battled ! 

Now, priest ! now, soldier ! the two great professions, 
Together by the ears and hearts ! 1 liave not 
Seen a more comic pantomime since Titus 
Took Jewry. But the Romans had the best then ; 
Now tiiey must take tlieir tuni. 

Soiditrt. He hath escaped 1 

I^oUoff ! 

Anotier Sold. They have barr'd the narrow passage up, 
Ajid it is clogg'd with dead even to the door. 

Cat. I am glad he Imth escaped : he may thank me fur't 
In part. I would not have his bulls abolisli'd — 
Twere worth one half our empire : his indnlgeiices 
Demand some in return ;-— no, no, he must not 
fall; — and besides, his now escape may furnish 
A future miracle, in future proof 
Of his infallibility. 

[To Ae .STjKiRuA »Jdirn, 

WeU, cutthroats ! 
What do you pause for? If you make not haste, 
There will not be a link of pious gold left. 
And fou, too, catholics ! Would ye return 
From such a pilgrimage without a relic? 
The very Lutherans have more true devotion ! 
See how they strip the shrines ! 

SoUUrt. By holy Peter ! 
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He speaks the truth; the heretics will bear 
The best awajr. 

Gb*. And that were shame ! Go to ! 

Assist in their conversion. 

[Thi Soldiert ditprrie ; many qv.il Ar Church, ■ihert enter. 

CfES. They are gone. 

And others come : so flows the wave on wave 
Of what these creatures call elernity, 
Deeming themselves the breakers of the ocean. 
While they are but its bubbles, ignorant 
That foam is their foundation. So another I 

Atar OUHPU, fiyijtg from Ihtpurndl — Statpringt ujmm Ou AUar. 

Sold. She's mine I 

Another Sold, (opposing the former). You lie, I track'd her 
first : and were she 
The Pope's niece, I'll not yield her. 

[ntyf.'jKt. 

Sd, Sold, [admneing tovards OuMPu). You may settle 
Your claims ; I'll make mine good. 

Olimj), Infernal slave ! 

You touch me not alive. 

Sd.Sold. Alive or dead I 

Olimp. (embracinff a mataive crucijir). Respect ymir God \ 

Zd. Sold. Yes, when he ^ilines in gold. 

Girl, you but grasp your dowry. 

[Athtodva 



&d. Said. Oh, great God t 

Olimp. Ah ! nov you recognise him. 

8^. Sold. My brain's crusli'dl 

Coinrades, help, ho ! All's darkness t 

[Btdi, 



Other 



Soldiert [coming vp). Slay her, altliough she had % 
thousand li 



)he Ikath kill'd uur comrade. 
Olimp. 



Welcome such a deiUh I 
which the worst alavc 



THK DEFORJIRD TEANSFORMED. 



Would lake. Great God ! tlirough tlij teJeeiiiitig Son, 

And thy Son's Mother, now receive me as 

I would approacli thee, wortlij her, and him, and tiiee! 



equilj ' 



Am. Wliat do I see ? Accursed jackals 1 
Forbear t 

Qa, [atide and lan^hing). Ilal ha I here' 
dogs 
Have aa much right as he. But to the issue ! 

Seidieri. Couut, she hath slain our comrade. 

Jn. \Yith what vc: 

Soid. The cross, beneath which he is erush'd ; behold hii 
Lie UiL-re, more like a worm than man ; she cast it 
Upon his head. 

Am. Even bo ; there is a woman 

Worthy a brave ihud's liking. Were je such. 
Ye would have hoiionr'd her. B«t get ye lience, 
And thank jonr meanness, other God yuu have none, 
For your esialence. Hod you touuh'd a hair 
Of those dishevell'd locks, I would have thiun'd 
Your ranks more than the enemy. Away ! 
Ye jackals ! gnaw the bonest the lion leaves, 
But not even tliese till he permits. 

A Sold. imarmuTing). The lion 

Might conquer for himself then. 

Am. icalt Aim dr/um). Mutineer ! 

Bebel in bell — ^j-ou shall obey on earth ! 

ITie Solditri atiaull 1 

Am. Come on t I'm glad on't I I will show you, slavt 
}Iow you should be commanded, and who led you 
I'irst o'er the wall you were so shy to scale. 
Until I waved my banners from its height. 



^yoa i 



e bold within 
IKvnsUf 



dinm Ikt faremotl ! ike rnt (Ai-nc dovm theii 
Sotiliert. Mercy 1 mercy ! 

Am. Then learn to grant it. Have I taught yuu who 
Led you o'er Rome's denial battlements? 



THE DEFORMED TRANSPOMIKD. 



t" 



Soldier*. We saw it, and we know it ; jct forgi\-e 
A moment's error in the heat of conquest — 
The conquest which jou led to. 

Am. Get you hence ! 

Hence to your quarters 1 you wiU find them fii'd 
In the Cotonna palace. 

Olimp. {atide). lu my father's 

House I 

Am. (lo lie ■%ldiert). Leave your arms; ye have no further 
need 
Of such ; the city's reuder'd. And mark vtell 
"Vou keep your hands clean, or I'll find out a stream 
As red as Tiber now runs, for your baptism. 

Soldier* [tleposinff (heir arm» and deptiHing). We obey ! 

Am. {to OuMPu). Laily, you are safe. 

Olimp. I should be so. 

Had I a knife even ; but it matters not — 
Death hath a thousand gates ; and on the marble, 
Kven at the altar foot, whence I look down 
Upon destruction, shall my head be dash'd. 
Ere thou ascend it. God forgive thee, man 1 

Am. I wish to merit his forgiveness, and 
Thine own, altliough I have not injured thee. 

Olimp. No ! Thou hast only sack'd ray native land, — 
No injury t — and made my father's house 
A den of tliieves ! No injury ! — this temple — 
Slippery with Roman and with holy gore 1 
No injury I And now thou wouldst preserve me. 
To be but that shall never be ! 

[8k» mtMf Ace <jFei far Btavtn, fotdt ket nbt pa— i ter, and 
prrptt'tt to d<uk knrttlf dtnr» on (Ac M* <if iKt Altar 
Ofipoatt M iKat tAtrt Amols (fomb. 

Am. Hold! hold I 

I swear. 

Olimp. Spare thine already forfeit soul 
A perjury for wliicb even bell would loathe thee. 
1 know Uiec. 

Ar*. No, thou know'st me not ; 1 urn not 
Of these men, though 

Olimp. I judge thee by thy mat4»; 



ir.l 
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It is for God to judge thee as thou art. 
I pee thee purple with the blood of Rorae ; 
Take mine, 'tis all thou e'er shalt have of me. 
And here, upon the marble of this temple. 
Where the bnptiamal font baptized me God's, 
I offer him a blood leas holy 
But DOt less pure {pure as it left me then, 
A redeem'd infant} than the holy water 
The saints have sanctified ! 

[OlUfU mna her hand to Arsold viih diidain, imd daika 
hertdf on the pausmmr /™m the i Uar. 

Am, Eternal God 1 

I feel thee uow I Help! hel^i ! she's gone. 

Cos. {approaehai). I am here. 

An. Thou ! but oh, save her ! 

Cat. {amtiing him to raise Oliupli). She hath done it well ! 
The leap was serious. 

Am. Oil I she is lifeless 1 

Cat. If 

She be so, I hare nought to do with that : 
The resurrection ia beyond me. 

Am. Slave ! 

Ca». Ay, slave or master, 'tis all one ; methinfcs 
Good words, however, are aa well at times. 

An. Words I — Canst thou aid her? 

Caa. I will try. A sprinkling 

Of that same holy water may he useful. 

[HthnngiKini in hit Kelmtt from Iht font 

Am, 'TIS mix'd with blood. 

Cmi, There is no cleaner now 

la Borne. 

Am. How pale ! how beautiful ! how lifeless 1 
Alive or dead, thou essence of all beauty, 
I love but thee ! 

Gu. Even so Achilles loved 

Fenthesilea : with his forin it seems 
Tou have his heart, and yet it was no soft one. 

An. She breathes ! But no, 'twas nothing, or the last 
Faiut flutter life disputes with death. 
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She breathesi. 



i" 



. Cat. 

Am. TAoii sav'st it ? Then 'tis truth. 

C«. You do me riglit — 

llie devil speaks truth much oftener than he's deera'd : 
Ue hath an ignorant audteuce. 

AfH. (mlAoui atltnil'mg to Aim). Yea ! Uer heart beate. 
Alas ! tliat the lirst beat of the only heart 
I ever nish'd to beat with iniue should vibrate 
To an assassin's puUe. 

Ga. A si^ reflection. 

But somewhat late i' the day. Where shall we bear Iicr? 
1 say slie lives. 

Am, And will she live? 

Gea. As mucJi 

As (lust can. 

Jm. Tiifin she is dead ! 

Of*. Bah ! bah ! You are so, 

And do not know it, She will come to life — 
Such as you think so, such as you now are ; 
But we mast work by human uieans. 

Atv. We wiU 

Convey her uuto the Colonna palace. 
Where I have pitch'd my banner. 

Gm. Come then ! raise her up ! 

Am. Softly I 

Ga. Aa softly as they bear the dead, 

Perhaps because tiiey cannot feel the jolting. 

Arn. But doth she live indeed P 

Gei. Nay, never fear 1 

But, if you rue it after, blame not me. 

Am. Let her but live I 

Gtt. The spirit of lier life 

Is yet within her breast, and may revive. 
Count I count ! I am your servant in oU tliiuga. 
And this is a new office : — 'tia not oft 
I am employ'd in such ; but you perceive 
How sl«nch a friend is what you call a fiend. 
Un earth you have often only fiends for friendaj 
Now / di^'rt not mine. Soft I bear her hencis 
The beautiful half-clHy, and nearly spirit I 



^^■=1 


■^ 
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IJ7 


I ma almost euamotir'il of her, as 




Of old tlie aiigels of her earliest ses. 




Am. Tliou! 




Gm. I ! Bat fear not. I'll not be your 


rival 


Jn. KJvalt 




Cf». I conid be one right formidable; 




But since I slew the seven haabanils of 




Tobias* fulure bride (and after all 




Was smoked out bj some incense),' I have laid 




Aside intrigue : 'tis rarely worth the trouble 




Of gaining, or — what is more difficult— 




Geltiijg rid of your prize again ; for there's 




The rub I at least to mortals. 




Am. Prithee, peace 1 




Softly ! metliinlcs her lips move, her eyes open ! 




Gft. Like stars, no doubt ; for that's a metapUo 


r 


For Lucifer and Tenus. 




Am. To the palace 




Colonna, as I told you I 




&*. Oil ! I know 




My way through Rome. 




An. Now onward, onward 1 Gently ! 


[Examt, htaring Ouuni. 


TKt >«M el'^. 




»itb the daughter 


rf lUgucI, ilew ber KTen ■nocuHiie bu>l«[id« on Vda diij »f tbei 


r mBrriage. Her 






burnhit ibe hurt ud liiec of « G«h, tbo emeU <jf which drou Iha 


"vil j'i^Vthe 


>to<-lI»rt.o(Egn4.J 


1 



TUB DEFOEUBD lOAKSPORMJiU. 



Scmi L — A Cattlt in llie Apennittt, nurtmndtd by a <cHd bat imtliiig OnuKtrjf, I 
Cktmu of PtatanU tinging befori tki Oalet. 



The ware are over, 

Tlie siiring is come ; 
The bride and lier lover 
Have sought their home : 
They are happy, we rejoice ; 
Let their hearts Imve an echo in every voice I 



Tlie spring is come ; the violet's gone, 

The first-born child of the early sun : 

With us she is but a winter's flower, 

The snow on the hills cannot blast her bower, 

And she lifts up her dewy eye of blue 

To the youngest sky of the self-same hue. 



And when the spring comes with her host 
Of flowers, that Uower beloved the most 
Shrinks from the crowd that may confuse 
Her heavenly odour and virgin hues. 



Pluck ihc others, but still remembtr 
Their herald out of dim December — 
The morning star of all the flowers, 
The pledge of daytighl's lengthen'd hoi 
Nor, midst the roses, e'er forget 
The virgin, virgin violet. 
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Qa. {nnffi?i^). Tbe wars are all over. 

Our swords are ail idle. 

The steed bites the bridle. 
Tlie casqae's on tlie wall. 
There's rest for tlie rover ; 

But his armour is ru^ty. 

And the veteran grows crusty, 
As he yawns in the hall. 

He drinks— but what's driiiVijig? 

A mere pause from thinking ! 
No biigle awakes him with life-and-deatli i 



But the hound bayeth loudly. 

The boar's in the wood. 
And the lalcou longs proudly 

To spring from her hood : 
On the wrist of the uoble 

She sits like a crest. 
And the air is in trouble 

With birds from their uost. 



Cxi. Oh I shadow of glory ! 

Dim image ol war ! 
But the chase hath uo story. 

Her hero no slar, 
Since Nirarod, the founder 

Of empire and cliase, 
Who made the woods wonder 

And quake for their race. 
When the liou was young, 

In the pride of his iniglit. 
Then 'twas sport for the strong 

To embrace him iu fight ; 
To go forth, with a pine 

For a spear, 'gainst the mammoth. 
Or striKe througii the ravine 

At the foamitig beiiemulh; 
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While man was in st;\lure 

As towers in our time. 
The first born of Nature, 

And, like her, sublime ! 

Ckorui, 

But the wars are over, 
The spring is come ; 
The bride and her lover 
Have sought their home : 
They are happy, and we rejoice; 
lict their hearts have an echo from everv voice ! 

[JisBtunt the Ptanantry^ tinrjittt^. 



WEMEB; 



THE ISHEBITANCB. 
A TBiOEDT. 



«0 



THE ILLUSTRIOUS GOETHE, 



n OIK OP HIS BUMBLEST ADMIABIfl, 



THIS TRAGEDY 



b DtDicatci« 




I 



The followiug ilntma is taken eiilirelj from the "German's Tale, 
r," publialied many jeare ago ilk "Lee's Cariterburj Tales," 
written (I believe) b^ two sisters, of whom one furnished only this 
storr BTid another, both uf which are considered superior to the 
remainder of the collection,* I have adopted the characters, plan, 
Biid even llie Inugunge of many parts of this story. Some of the 
characters are moiliiied or altered, a few of the names changed, and 
one cliaracter (Ida of Stralenheim) added by myself : but in the rest 
the orii^nal is chiefly followed. When I was young {about fourteen, 
I think,) I first read this tale, which loade a deep impression upon 
me ; and may, indeed, be said to uoutain the germ of much that I 
have eince written. I am not sure that it ever was very jwpular ; 
or, at any rate, its popularity has since been eclipsed by that of 
other great writers in the same department. But I have generally 
found that those who And read it, agreed with me in their estiiiuite 
of the singidar power of mind and conception which it developes. 
I should also add concepllon, rather than execution ; for the story 
might, perhaps, have been developed with greater advantage. 
Amongst those uhose opinions agreed with mine upon this st^ry, 
I could mention some very high names : but it is not necessary, nor 
indeed of any use; for every one must judge according to his own 
fftliugs. I merely refer the reader to the origirLiil story, that he 
niay see to what extent I have borrowed from it; anil am not 

Tlie Yunng Lady's Tute, or the Two Emilja," and ■■The 

„ , IT I'emlJtolie," were cootrilraled bj Sophia Lee. The " (iennrui'a 

Xiit." ruiK *ll the utiien in (be Cantarbuiy CollccUun, were written by Buriel, tin) 




J 



13« PREFACE. 

unwilling that he should find much greater pleasure in perusing it 
than the drama which is founded upon its contents. 

I had begun a drama upon this tale so far back as 1815^ (the first 
I ever attempted, except one at thirteen years old, called " Ulric and 
Ilvina/' wiiich I had sense enough to bum,) and had nearly com- 
pleted an act, when I was interrupted by circumstances. This is 
somewhere amongst my papers in England ; but as it has not been 
found, I have re-written tiie first, and added the subsequent acts. 

1'he whole is neither intended, uor in auy sliape adapted, for the 
stage. 

Pjsa, February, ISiS. 



INTRODUCTION TO WERNER, 



"Turn" wu htgm at Piia, Decsmber tbe ISth, 1S31, completed Junuu; the 
SOtti, 1822, and pnbliabed the Novemlier after. At tbe perioil wben Lord Bjtkii wu 
mgkged npoQ "Tbe Derarmed Tranaformed," be is deecribed bj Mn. Sbellej u 
batiGf s gieai horror of its being slid that he pUgiartMil, or wrote »itb diScultj. 
Tlii* dread of (he impalation of pUgiariiiu eoiild only apply bo UQBTuved obligatkina, 
for it *■« ID the »»mB je»r that "Werner" WM oominenced, which is little more tian 
IU« Lee'e t»le— " Kroitmer"— done into blank verse, " There ia not one innident 
IB hia plaj," laid an able critic in Blaokvood'a MagaziDe, " not even the most trivial, 
Ibat ia not to be fbood in Hiaa Lee'a novel, occurring eiactlj in tbe aame manoer, 
bnmght about bj fliactLj tbe same ageata, and prodactDg eiactlj the aame eOocta nn 
the plot. And then aa to the characters, — -not only la every one of them to be foand 
in 'Kroitinet,' but every one is to be found there more fully aud powerfully de- 
velopHl." The fine thought of MI99 hee, nf inokiag the argamentB by ahicb a lather 
defeoda a theft condnct a aon to ninrder, bos out been worked out skllfiillj in tbe 
tragedy. Tbe mooej ia abstracted by Warner under ciroumatniices which really 
fftlliBte the onnie. and Ulric cornea to him a ready-made villain, aaJ ovea none of bia 
iniquity to bia &^er^a aophiatriea. The noble bearing, too. of the aon at the onteet 
i> ioamaiatent with the cbaracter of a blood-tbiraty brigaud ; and Qabur, who haa tbe 
■tamji at atArtlng of being gallant and generona, dogeueratea into a pitiful apy, who 
Kcka to make a gun of gnilly aecrela. Idenal«in ia a curicatnre of unprincipled 
obaaqutodHuas ; and Ida, who baa no connterpart in Mies Lee'a "EmitinBr," ii an 
Uttipid, loTe-Bflk girl of fifteen. There ia some amart dialogue in the dmma ; but, as 
Caopbtll nid, "tbete ia absolatolj no poetry." It ia not, therefore, surprising that 
ttie reviewer!, without exception, should have spoken of it nDfavonnibty. Werner 
kiinaelf ia Uie redeeming feature of the play, for bis pride in poverty, and hb senai- 
tivenea in gnilt, are vigoroiiely sciilained. Lord Byrou'e own opinion was that tbe 
tngcdy waa "good," thoogh ha said he bad "no eiarbitant eipectation of either 
&mi or profit," from it. He woa aorry when Moore thought "it eTen approaching 
Xn filnesi tor tbe stage," which waa always bia abhorrence. It has, hriwevor, been 
reprtaenlcd with fair soccesa ainoc hie death — with more, at least, than was anfficieat 
to prove bow easily he might have added iJiis additional feather to his plume. If 
"Werner" eontribnted nothing to Ibe repnlalion of Lord Bjrron, it vaa iuiineusely 
aertiMable to tbe lame of Mias Lee, who had been preriously little known, and it 
shows the unequal fate which occaaioaally attends npon literary eOorta, that tb« 
iripna) thonld awe the laiglr put of its eelebri^ to an inferior oopj. 
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WERNER, 



ACT I, 



L — T%€ ffmU of a decayed Palace near a tmaU Tomm yK the NoTi\em 
FrmUier of SUetia — the yight tempuiunu. 

Whehbe and Joskphisk, hit Wtje, 



Jos. Mt love, be calmer .' 

Wer. I am calm. 

Jos. To 

Yes, but not to thyself : my pace is hurried. 
And no one walks a chamber like to ours 
With steps like thine when his heart is at rest. 
Were it a garden, I should deem thee happy. 
And stepping with the bee from flower to flower ; 
BuiAere! 

Wer, *l^s chill ; the tapestry let^ tli rough 
The wind to which it waves : my blood is frozen. 

Jos. Ah, no I 

Wer. {smiling). Why ! wouldst thou have it so ? 

Jos. I would 

Have it a healthful current. 

Wer. I^t it flow 

Until 'tis spilt or checked — how soon, I Ciire not. 

Jos. And am I nothing in thy heart ? 

Wer. All— all. 



WBKNHB. 



[*0 



Jut. Then canst thou wisli for tliat which must break mitie ? 

Wer. {approaching her ilotel^). But for thee I had been — no 
matter what, 
But much of good and evil ; what I am. 
Thou kiiowest ; irhat I might or should liave been, 
Tliou knowest not : but still I love thee, nor 
Shall aught divide us. 



[Wm 



a valla «i iA)fiyllg. and Ihtu approaeka JoaiPHiiB. 



The storm of the tught. 
Perhaps affects me; I'm a thing of feelings, 
And have of late been sickly, lis, alas I 
Thou know'st by sufferings more than mine, my love I 
Li watching me. 

Jot. To see thee well ia much— 
To see thee happy 

Wer. Where hast thou seen such P 

Let me be wretclicd with the rest I 

Jm. But think 

How many in this hour of tempest shiver 
Beneath the biting wind and heavy rain. 
Whose every drop bows them down nearer earth, 
Which hath no chamber for them save beneath 
Her surface. 

Wer. And that's not the worst : who carfs 

For chambers? rest is all. The wretches whom 
Thou namest — ay, the wind howls round them, and 
The dull and dropping rain saps in their bones 
The creeping marrow. I have been a soldier, 
A hunter, &nd a traveller, and am 
A beggar, and should know the thing thou tnlk'st of. 

Jul. And art thou not now slieller'd from them allP 

Wer. \e». And from these alone. 

Jot. .\nd Ihat is something. 

Wer. True— to n [M-nsaiit. 

Jot, Should the nobly bom 

Be tlianklrss foi that refuge which their hnbila 
Of early delicacy render more 
Needful than to the peasant, when the rhb 
Of fortune leaves them on the »houU of life ? 




If'er. It is not tliat, thou kiiow'st it. is not : we 
Have borae all tliis, I'll not say patiently. 
Except in thee — but we have borne it. 

Jot. Well ? 

MVr. ^mettiing beyond our outward sulTeriugs (tluntgh 
These were enough to gnaw into our souls) 
Hath stung me oft, and, more than ever, noie. 
When, but for tliis untoward sickness, which 
Seized me upon this desolate frontier, and 
Hath wasted, not alone my strength, but means. 
And leaves us — no ! this is beyond me !' — but 
For this I had been happy — iAou been happy^ 
Tlie splendour of my rank sustain'd — my name — ■ 
My father's name — been still uplield; and, more 
Than those 

Jot, {abruptly) My son— our son — our Ulric, 
Been clasp'd again in these long-empty arms. 
And all a mother's hunger 'satisfied. 
"I'welvc jeara ! he was but eight then : — beauliful 
}le was, and beautiful lie must be now, 
My Ulric ! my adored ! 

Wer. I huve been full oft 

The chase of Fortune ; now she hath o'ertaken 
My spirit where it cannot turn at bay, — 
Sick, poor, and lonely. 

Joa. Lonely! my dear husband? 

Wer, Or worse — involving alt I love, in this 



"Some of the clmraderB are modilied 
Or altered, a few oT the daidis ch&iieed, and 
Ods characler (Ida of SUKlenheim) 
Added bj mjeelT ; but in the n-st the 
Ori^oal is ehiefly fbllaved. Wlieu 
I wu joniig (ftbont foiirt<«D, I think,) I 
Knt md this tale, Khkh totiAt a dee]! imprcsaioo 

ir u llwre a line ia these «a lame and halljng, but se could paint out man; in 

_4iii» a* had.— CiBPSELi. 

In tlui plaj, Lord Bjron adopta the same nerveleEs and puiutlcEs kind of hi 

\, whkli »iu u Borruw to CTtr; bod; in his fgrmer dramatic eitsajB. There ii 

, 10 harmnny, " in linked EveetnesB long drawn out : " neither in ll 

|[ of abiupt ieij •i'lfOBi to compensate fur Ihete dcfecU, — BLacE\•twI^] 
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Far war>e thiiii sulitude. Alone, T had ilied, 
And all been over in a nameless grave. 

Jot. kwA I liail not outlived thee ; but praj take 
Comfort \ We huve struggled long; and thej vrlio Mrivo 
"With Fortune win or wear)- her at last. 
So that they find the goal or cease to fee) 
Further. Take comfort, — we shall find our boy. 

Wer, We were in sight of him, of every tbiiig 
Which could bring compensation for past sorrow — 
And to be baffled thus ! 

.To>. We ore imt haffl'-d. 

Wer. Are we not pennilesa P 

Jut. We ne'er were wealthy. 

ffVr. But I was born to wealth, and rank, and power j 
Etiji^y'd rhem, loved them, and, alas I abused them. 
And forfeiled them by my father's wrath. 
In my o'er-fervent youth ; but for the abuse 
Long-sufferings have atonfd. My father's death 
Left the path open, yet not without snares. 
'I'lits cold and creeping kinsman, who so long 
Kept Ilia eye on me, as the snake upon 
The fluttering bird, hath tre ihis time outstept me, 
Hi-come the master of my rights, and lord 
Of that which lifts him up to princes in 
Domtuiou and domain. 

Jot. Who knows? our !>on 

May have retum'd hack to his grandsire, and 
Kven now uphold thy rights for theeP 

Wer. Ti? hoiK'leM 

Since his strange disappearance from my fflthcr'a, 
Kutatling, as it were, my sins upon 
Himself, uo tidings have revctd'd his course. 
1 parted with him to hia grandsire, on 
'I'lie promise that his anger would stop short 
Of the third generation ; but Heaven seems 
I'o claim her stcni prerogative, and visit 
rpon my Iwy his futher's faults and follies. 

Jo*. I must hope belter slill,— al least wo have yet 
Itnfflrd ihe long pursuit of Slmlenheim. 

Wer. We should have done, hut for ihis fatal nicknr! 



Km 1.1 WEEtXER. 

AIdk fatal than n morlnl muluily, 

Itecause it takes not life, but life's sole solace : 

Even now I feel my spirit girt about 

lir the simrej of this avaricious fiend : — 

How do 1 know he hatli not track'il us here? 

Jo». lie does not know thv person ; and his spies, 
Wbo so long watch'd thee, have b«ii Itft at Hamburgh. 
Our unexpecled journey, and this cliauge 
Uf unme, leaves all discovery far beitind : 
None hold us here for auglit save wiiat we seem. 

JFer, Save what we seem ! save what we are — sick beggars, 
Even to our very hopca. — Ha I ha ! 

J(u. Aks! 

Tliat bitter langh f 

ffVr. WAo would read in this form 

The high soul of the son of a long line? 
It'Ao, in this garb, the heir of princeiy lands ? 
Wio, in this sunken, sickly eye, the pride 
Of rank and ancestry ? In this worn cheek 
And fa mine-hoi Id w'd brow, tiie lord of halls 
Which daily feast a thousand vassals? 

Jo». You 

PoiiUer'd not thus npon these worldly thiugs, 
My Werner I when you deign'd to choose for bride 
The foreign daughter of a wandering exile. 

If^r. An exile's daughter with an outcast son, 
Were a tit marriage : but I stilt bad liopes 
To lift thee to the state we both were born for. 
Tour father's house was noble, though decay'd ; 
And worthy by its birth to match with ours. 

Jog. Tour father did not think so, though 'twas noble; 
But bad my birth been all my claim to match 
With thee, 1 should have deem'd it what it is. 

H'er. And what is that in thine eyes? 

Jot. All wliicli it 

Has done in our behalf, — nothing. 

ffer. How, — nothing ? 

J'ji. Or worse ; for it haa been a canker in 
Thy heart from the beginning: but for this. 
We liad not felt our poverty but as 



lit WBRHBa. [h 

Millions of myriads feci it, clieerfully j 

Hut for tlipsc jiliBntoms of lliy feudul fathers, 

rhou mighlst liave euned tliy bread, u thousands earn it; 

Or, if that seem too humble, tried by commerce. 

Or other civic means, lo amend thy fortuties. 

Wer. [ironiealtg). And been an Haiiseatic burgher? Excelleiitll 
Jot. Whate'er thou mightst have been, to me thou art 

What no state high or low can ever change. 

My hearths first choice; — which chose thee, knowing neither 

Thy birth, thy hopes, tliy pride; nought, save thy sorrows: 

While tliey last, let me comfort or divide them : 

Wlien they end, let mine end with them, or thee I * 

Wer. My belter angel ! Such I have ever found thee ; 

This rashness, or this we.ikness of ray temper, 

Ne'er raised a thought to injure thee or thine. 

Tliou didst not mar my fortunes : my own nature 

In youth was sucli as to unmake an empire. 

Had anch been my inheritance; but now, 

Cliasteii'U, subdued, out-worn, and taught lo know 

Myself, — to lose this lor our son and lilt* ! 

Trust me, when, in my two-and-tweiitieth spring. 

My father barr'd me from my faiher's liouse, 

Tiie last sole scion of a thousand sires 

{For I was thwi the lasi), it hurt me less 

Than to behold my boy and my boy's mother 

Excluded in their innocence from wlmt 

My faults deserved — exclusion; although then 

My passions were all living serpents, and 

Twined like the Gorgon's round me. 

[A lirail Jcnocb'rybll 

Jot. Hark ! 

WV. A knocking 1 

Jot. \f\xo can it be at this lone hour? Wc have 
Pew visitors. 

H'er. And pnvprly hath none, 

) [WnneT'i Hit*, JnepUn*, *iUi the empUoa of Ida, tlw nntj ftmala in tlie 
drmina, ii m eikid[>le n' inic uitl aputleia nrtne. 8lig not imlj iikII nuiaUtn* tli* 
ehanrter af her wi lij gmnnd iiilfgrrtj. but HgnaUj ilu[>Ujii the enilMtring, mli, 
•ml aiinliakcn aHixliun d? ft ■*ih ; clmriihing ami comriirtiiig ■ aufleriim hiuhtcd 
tbn>u|)iuul all ihc aJicnlUra of lii* falx, aiul all iLe ernin uf liu nwn vjudtMl— 



[Sht goa to ihe door. 



Save those who come to make it poorer still. 
Well, I am prepared. 

(Wuns jHiti hit hand into Au ioioin, ai 

Jot, Oil ! do not look so. 

Will to the door. It cannot be of import 
In this lone spot of wintry desolation : — 
The very desert saves man from mankind. 

Enter louarxn. 



Idem. A fair good evening to my fairer hostess 
And worthy What's your name, my friend? 

Wer. Are you 

Not afraid to demand it ? 

Idtn, Not afraid ? 

Egad I I am afraid. You look as if 
1 ask'd for something better than your name, 
By the face yoo put on it. 
' Wer. Better, sir ! 

Iden. Better or worse, hke matrimouy : what 
Shall I say more ? You have been a guest tliia month 
Here in the prince's palace— (to be sure, 
His liighueas had resiga'd it to the ghosts 
And rata these twelve years — but 'tis still a palace) — 
I say you have been our lodger, and as yet 
We do not know your name. 

Wer. My name is Werner. 

Idea. A goodly name, a very worlliy name, 
As e'lT was gilt upon a trader's board ; 
I have a cousin in the lazaretto 
Of Hambui^h, who has got a wife who bore 
The same. He is an ofGcer of trust, 
Soi^eon's assistant (liopiug to be surgeon). 
And has done miracles i' the way of busiueas. 
Perhaps you are related to my relative ? 

Wer. To yours? 

Jot. Oh, yes ; we are, but distantly. 

{Aiide to WcRNEE.) Cannot you humour the dull gossip tij 
We learn his purpose ? 



Iden. Well, I'm glad of lliat ; 

I thouglil so all aloiii,^, sudi natural jearnin!;s 
Plaj'd round my heart: — blood is not watt-r, cousin; 
And 80 let's Imve some wine, and drink unto 
Our better acquainlance : relatives should be 
Friends. 

Wer. You appear to have dnink enouL,'h already; 
AdJ if you have not, I've no wine to offer, 
Else it were yours: but this you know, or »liould know: 
You see I am poor, and sick, and will not ffc. 
That I would be alone ; but to your business ! 
What brings you here? 

Idai. Why, what ahoiilc! bring me here? 

Wer. I know not, though I think that I could guess 
That which will send you hence. 

Jot. (fl«(fc). Patience, dear Wcnier ! 

Idev. You don't know what has happen'd, then P 

Joi, Uow should 1 

Iden. The river has o'erflow'd. 

Jo». Mas I wp have known 

I'hat to our sorrow for these five days ; since 
It keeps us here. 

Iden, But what you don't know is. 

That a great personage, who fain would cross 
Ajrainst tlie stream and three postilions' wishes. 
Is drowu'd below the ford, with five post-horses, 
A monkey, and a mastilf, and n valet. 

Jm, Poor creatures ! are you sure p 

Idt». Yesj of the monkqr, 

And the valot, and the cattle ; but as yet 
We know not if his excellency's dead 
Or no i you noblemen are hard lo drown. 
As it is lit that men in office should be ; 
But what is certnin is, that he has swallow'd 
Rriougii of the Oder to have burst two peasants ; 
And now a Saxon and ITungariiin tmveller. 
Who, at their proper peril, snatch'd him from 
Tbe whirling river, have scnl on to crave 
A lodging, or a grave, according as 
It may turn out with the live or dead body. 



Jot. And where will you receive him ? here, I liope. 
If we can be of service — say the word. 

Idm. Here ? no ; but in the prince's own apartment. 
As fits a noble guest ; — 'tis damp, no doubt, 
Ivot having been inhabited these twelve years ; 
Bui tbeu he comes from a much damper pluce. 
So scarcely will catch cold ia't, if he be 
Still tinble to cold — and if not, why 
He'll be worse lodged to-morrow : ne'ertheless, 
I have order'd fire and all appliances 
To be got ready for the worst — that is, 
Li case he should survive. 

Jot. Poor gentleman, 

I hope he will, with all my heart. 

Wtr. Intend ant, 

Have you not leam'd his name? {Aii<U to kit v^/e.) My Juse|ihine, 
Kelire i I'll sift this fool. 

{Exit JoGKPUniB. 

Iden. His uame P oh Lord I 

Who knows if he hath now a name or no? 
Tis time enough to ask it when he's able 
To give an answer ; or if not, to put 
His heir's upon his epitaph. Methought 
Just now you chid me for demanding names ? 

ffVr. True, true, I did so : you say well and wisely. 



Gai. If I intrude, I crave 

Iden. Oil, no intrusion I 

This is the palace; Ibis a stranger Ijke 
Yourself; I pray you make yourself at home : 
But Where's his exceUeney ? and how fares he ? 

Gab. Wetly and wearily, but out of peril : 
lie paused to change his garments in a cottiige, 
(Where I doff'd mine for these, and came on hither) 
And has almost recover**! from his drencliiiig. 
He will be here anon. 

Iden. What ho, there I bustle I 

Without there, Herman, Weilburg, Peter, Conrad ! 

\Oica dirtdiont to diffrrcKi «reii 




A nobleman sleeps here to-niglit — aee that 

All is in order in the damask ehainber — 

Keep up the stove — I will myself to the cellar -- 

And Madame Ideust«in (my consort, stranger,] 

Shall famish forth the bed-appare! ; for, 

To say the truth, they arc mairellous scant of this 

Within the palace precincts, since his higtiness 

Left it some dozen years ago. And then 

His excellency will sup, doubtless P 

Gab. Faith [ 

I cannot tell; but I should think the pillow 
Would please liim better tlian the table, after 
His soaking in your river : but for fear 
Your viands should be thrown away, 1 mean 
'I'o sup myself, and have a friend without 
Wlio will do honour to your good cheer with 
A traveller'a appetite. 

Jden. But are you sure 

Ilia excellency But his name t wliat is it P 

Gab, I do not know. 

Jilen, And yet you saved his Life. 

Qab. I help'd my Mend to do so. 

Idm. Well, tliat's stntuge, 

To save a man's life whom you do not know. 

Gab. Mot so; for there are some 1 know so well, 
I scarce should gire myself the trouble. 

Iden. Pray, 

Good friend, and who may you be ? 

Gab, By my family, 

Hungarian. 

Idm. Which is call'd? 

Glib. It matt«r3 Utile. 

Ww. (a*i(fc). I think that all (lie world are grown anonymoi 
Since no one cares to tell me what he's call'd ! 
I'ray, has his eicellency a large suite ? 

Gab. Siifficieut. 

Idem, llow many? 

ffa£. 1 did not count them. 

We came np by mere accident, and just 
In time to drag him through bis carnago window. 
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Iden. Well, wLat would I give to save a great man I 
No doubt you'll have a swiiigt-iiig sam aa recompense. 

Gab. Perhaps. 

Ides. Now, how much do you reckon on ? 

Gai. I have not yet put up myself to sale : 
In the mean time, my best reward would be 
A glass of your Hockcheimer — a ffreen glass, 
"Wresth'd with rich grapes and IJacchaiial devices, 
Cerflowing with the oldest of your vintage : 
For which I promise you, in case you e'er 
Bun hazard of being drown'd, (although I own 
It seemsj of all deaths, the least likely for you,) 
I'll pull you out fiir nothing, (iuick, mj friend. 
And think, for every bumper I shall quatT, 
A wave the less may roll above your head. 

Iden. ifltide). I don't much like this fellow — tlose and dry 
He seems, — two things which suit me not; howcvtr. 
Wine he shall have; if that unlocks him not, 
I shall not sleep to-night for curiosity. 

[Exil iDEnSTEUr, 

Glib, {to WebnekI. Tills master of the ceremonies ia 
The intendant of the palace, I presume: 
'Tis a fine building, but decay'd, 

Wcr. The apartment 

Design'd for him you rescued will be found 
In filter order for a sickly guest. 

Gab. I wonder then you occupied it not, 
For you seem delicate in health. 

Wer. iquicJilj,). Sir! 

Gai. Pray 

Excuse me: have I said aui.'ht to offend joup 

ff^er. Notliiiig : but we are stratLgers to each other. 

Gab. And that's the reasou I would have us le&s so: 
I thought our bustling guest without had said 
Yon were a chance and passing guest, the counterpart 
Of me and my companions. 

JFer. Very true. 

Gai. Then, as we never met before, and never. 
It may be, may again encounter, why, 
I thouglit to cheer up tliii^ old dungeon hero 




iU WEBNBR. (m 

(At least to me) by asking you to slinre 
The fare of my companions and mysulf. 

ITer. Pray, pardon me ; ray health 

Gab, Even a? you plesM. 

I have been & soldier, and perhaps um blunt 
'In ln^aring. 

JTer. I have also served, and can 

Eequite a soldier's greeting. 

fiab. In what service? 

The Imperial ? 

irer. [quickly, and then, initrrupting hivuelf). I commanded — 
no — I mean 
I served ; but it is many years ago. 
When first Bohemia raised her baimer 'gainst 
ITie Austrian. 

Qab. Well, thafa over now, and peace 

Has turn'd some thousand gallant hearts adrift 
To live aa tliey best may : and, to say truth, 
Some take the shortest. 

Wer. What is that? 

Gal>. Whatc'er 

They lay their hands on. All Silesia and 
Lusatia's woods are t«natit«d by bands 
Of the late troops, who levy on the country 
Their maintenance: the Chat«lains must kei'p 
Tiieir cnstle walls — beyond them 'tis but doubtful 
Travel for your rich count or fuil-blowu baron. 
My comfort is that, wander where I may, 
I've little left to lose now. 

Wer. Aj)d I — nothing. 

Gab. That's harder still. You say you were a soldior. 

tFer. I was. 

Qab. You look one still. All suldiera itre 

Or should be comrades, even thouf^h enemies. 
Our swords when drawn must cross, our engines aim 
(\Vhile levell'd) at each other's hearts; but when 
A truce, a peace, or what you will, remits 
The steel into its scabbard, and Itls sleep 
The spark which lights the matchlock, we arc brethren. 
Ifou are iHKir and sickly — I nm not rich, but lienlthy; 
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I waot for nothing which I ctiimot want ; 
You seem devoid of this — wilt share it ? 



Who 



Wer. 
Told you I was a beggar ? 

Gab. You yourself, 

In saying you were a soldier duriug peace-time. 

Wer, {lockiTtg at kin unlA gmpidon). Ypu know wf not 

Gab. 1 know no mail, not even 

Myself: how should I then know one I ne'er 
Beheld till half an hour since ? 

Wer. Sir, I thank you. 

Your offer's noble were it to a friend. 
And not unkind as to an unknown stronger. 
Though scarcely prudent ; but no less I thank you. 
1 am a be^ar in all save his trade ; 
And when I b^ of any one, it shall be 
Of him who was the first to oft'er what 
Few can obtain by asking. Pardon me. 

[Exit Wbbj»i. 

Gab. {jiolia). A goodly fellow by his looks, thougli worn 
As most good fellows are, by pain or pleasure. 
Which tear life out of us before our time j 
I scarce know which most quickly : but he seems 
To have seen better days, as who lias not 
Who has seen yesterday ? — But here approaches 
Our sage intendant, witli the wine ; however. 
For the cup's sake I'll bear the cupbearer. 



Bl^tr lOEBSTWS. 

Ide*. Tis here I the supernaculum ! twenty years 
Of age, if 'tis a day. 

Gab. Which epoch makes 

Young women and old wine; and 'tis great pity. 
Of two snch excellent tlungs, increase of years, 
Which still improves the one, should spoil the other. 
Fill full — Here's to our hostess ! — your fair wife ! 

[.1 

Idm. Fair ! — Well, I trust your taste in wine is eqi 



To that jon show for beautj- but 1 pledge jod 
Nevertbeless. 

fffli. Is not the lovely woman 

I met in the adjacent hall, who, with 
Au air, and port, and eje, which would have better 
Beseem'd this palace in its brightest days 
(Though in a garb adapted to its present 
Abandonment), return'd my salutation — 
Is not the same your spouse P 

Idea. I would she were ! 

But you're mistaken : — that's the stranger's wife. 

Ga6. And by her aspect she might be a prince'a; 
Tliough time hath touch'd lier too, she still retains 
Much beauty, and more majesty. 

Iden. And that 

la more than I cau say for Madame Idenstein, 
At least in beauty : as for majesty. 
She has some of its properties which might 
Be spared — but never mind I 

Gai. I don't. But who 

May be this stranger? He too hath a bearing 
Above his outward fortunes. 

IiUn. There I differ. 

He's poor as Job, and not so patient ; but 
Who he may be, or what, or aught of him, 
Except his name (and that I only learn'd 
To-night), I kuow not. 

Gai. But how came he here P 

Lien. In a most miserable old ealeche. 
About a month since, and immediately 
Fell sick, almost to deatii. He should have died. 

Gai. Tender and true I — but why? 

IJen. Why, what is Ufo 

Without a living ? lie has not a stiver. 

Oab. In that case, I much wonder that a person 
Of your apparent prudence sliould admit 
Qoesta so forlorn into this noble mansion. 

IdeK. lluit's true : but pity, as you know, doe* make 
One'» heart cnmniit these follies; and besides. 
They had some valuablua h>fl al I hat time. 




Which paid their way up to the present hour; 
And so I thought they Blight as well be lodged 
Here as at the small tavern, and I gave tlicm 
The run of aome of the oldest palace rooms. 
They served to air them, at the least as long 
As tbey could pay for firewood. 

Ga6. Poor souls ! 

Iden. Ay, 

Exceeding poor. 

Gab. And yet unused to poverty, 

If I mistake not. Whither were they going ? 

fden. Oh ! Heaven knows where, unless to heaven itself. 
Some days ago that look'd the likeliest journey 
For Werner. 

Gab. Werner I I have heard the name. 

But it may be a feign'd oue. 

Iden. Like enough I 

But hark I a noise of wheels and voices, and 
A blaze of torches from without. As sure 
As destiny, his excellency's come, 
I most be at my post ; will you not join me, 
To help him from his carriage, and present 
Tour humble duty at the door P 

Gab. I dragg'd 1dm 

From out that carriage when he would have given 
His barony or county to repel 
Tiie rushing river from his gurghng throat. 
He has valets now enough : they slood aloof then, 
Shaking their dripping ears upon the shore. 
All roaring " Help ! " but offering none ; and as 
For duty (as you call it) — I did mine tAeit, 
Now do yourt. Hence, and bow and cringe him here ! 

Iiien. I cringe I — but I shall lose liie opportunity — 
Plague take it I he'll be here, and I not tltere ! 

[Exit InEiSTEI* kaatiiy. 



Re-mtcT WiBBKB. 
Wer. (fe hivuelf). I heard a noise of wheels and voices. How 
AH sounds now jar me ! 



Still bere T Is he not 
A spy of my pursuer's F His frank offer 
So suddenly, and to a stranger, wore 
The aspect of a secret eiiemj ; 
For friends are slow at such. 

Gob. Sir, jou seem rapt 

And yet the time is not akin to thought. 
These old walls will be noisy soon. Tiie baron. 
Or count (or whatsoe'er this half drown'd noble 
May be), for whom this desolate village and 
Its lone inbabitiints fliow more respect 
Than did the elements, ia come. 

Iden, {without). This way^ 

This way, your excellency : — have a care. 
The staircase is a little gloomy, and 
Somewliat decay'd ; but if we !iad expected 
So high a guest — Pray take my arm, my lord ! 



Stral. I'll rest here a moment. 
Iden. (to the tervanU). Ho ! a ebair ! 

Instantly, knaves I 

[SiRU.kiiDKia lit* d»mm. 

WeT.{andf). 'Tishe! 

Stral. I'm better now. 

Who are these strangers P 

IiUn. Please you, my good lord. 

One says he is no stranger. 

Wer. {aloud anil htulU}/). Wio says that P 

[Tkry toot at Mm vtci nrpritt. 

Iden. Why, no one spoke <^ you, or to you /^but 
Here's one his excellency may be pleased 
To recognise. 

[Pviulimg la UuvL 

Oai. 1 seek not to disturb 

Uia noble memory. 

Stral. I apprehend 



This ia one of the strangers to whose aid 
1 owe mj rescue. Is not that the otlier ? 



[Poi, 



My state when I was snccour'd must excuse 
My uncertjjinty to whom I owe so much. 

Iden. Ue ! — no, my lord I he rather wants for rescue 
Than can afford it, 'Tis a poor sick man. 
Travel -tired, and lately risen from a bed 
From whence he never dream'd to rise. 

Slral. Methought 

That there were two. 

Gai. There were, in company ; 

But, in the service render'd to your lordship, 
I needs must say but one, and he is absent. 
The chief part of whatever aid was render'd 
Was ii«: it was his fortune to .he first. 
My will was not inferior, but his strength 
And youth outstripp'd me ; therefore do not waste 
Your thanks on me. I was but a glad second 
Unto a nobler principal. 

Stral. Where is he ? 

An Allen. My lord, he tarried in the cottage wliere 
Your excellency rested for an hour. 
And said he would be here to-morrow. 

Slml. Till 

That hour arrives, I can but ojfer thanks. 
And then 

Gab. I seek no more, and scarce deserve 

So much. My comrade may speak for himself. 

Stral. {Jixinff his eye» upon W'ernew.: Ihen agide). It cannot 
be ! and yet he must he look'd to, 
"fis twenty years since I beheld him wilh 
These eyes; and, though my agents alill have kept 
l^eiri on him, pohcy has held aloof 
My own from his, not to alarm liim into 
Suspicion of my plan. Why did I leave 
At Hamburgh those who would liave made assurance 
If this be he or no ? 1 thought, ere now. 
To have been lord of Siegendorf, and parted 
In haste, though even the elements appear 



To fight against me, and tliis sudden flood 
May keep me prisoner liere till 
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This man must 
Be wateh'd. If it is he, he is so changed, 
His father, rising from his grave again. 
Would pass hy him unknown. I must be wary : 
An error would spoil all. 

Iilen. Your lordship seems 

Pensive. Will it not please you to pass on P 

Siraf. 'Tis past faligue, which gives my weigliM-dosn spirit 
An outward show of thought. I will to rest. 

Iden. The prince's chamber is prepared, with all 
The very furniture the prince used »hen 
liftst here, in its full splendour. . 

(Aside). Somewhat tatter'd. 
And devilish damp, but Gjie enough by torch-light ; 
And that's enough for your rjglit noble blood 
Of twenty quarterings upon a hatchment ; 
So let their bearer sleep 'neatb something like one 
Now, as he one day will for ever lie. 

Stral. {riginff and turning to Gabou), Good night, good 
people! Sir, I trust to-morrow 
Will 6nd me apt*^ to requite your service. 
In the meantime I crave your company 
A moment in my chainber. 

Gab. I attend you. 

Stral. {after a/eie ttep», patuei, and calla Wbrnbb). Friend I 

BVr. Sir! 

Iden. Sir ! Lord — oh Lord ! Why don't yoa say 

His lordsliip, or his excellency? Pray, 
My lord, excuse this poor man's want of breeding : 
He liath not been accuslom'd to admission 
Tu such a presence. 

Stral. {to Idsnstein). Peace, intendantl 

7</m. Ohl 

I am dumb. 

Slral, {to Wkrneii). Have you been long hcreP 

H'er. Long P 
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Stral. I sought 

An answer, not an echo. 

Wer. You may seek 

Both from the walls. I am not used to answer 
ThoM whom I know not. 

Strut. Indeed I Ne'er tiie less, 

You might replj with courtesy to wliat 
Is ask'd in kindness. 

ffVr. When I know it such 

I will requite — that is, reply — iu unison. 

Stral. The intentlant said, you had been detaiii'd by sickness — ' 
If I could aid you — ^joumejiiig the same way ? 

Wer. [quickly). I am not jourueying the same way ! 

StTal. How know ye 

That, ere yon know my route ? 

ffV^. Because there is 

But one way that the rich and poor must tread 
Together. You diverged from tliat dread path 
Some hours ago, and 1 some days : lieueeforth 
Our roads must lie asunder, though they tend 
All to one home. 

Stral. Your kiiiguage is above 

Your station, 

Wer. {bUlerly). Is it? 

Stral. Or, at least, beyond 

Your garb, 

Wer. 'Tia well that it is not beneatli it, 

As sometimes happens to the better clad. 
But, in a word, what would you with me ? 

Stral. [startled). I? 

Wer. Yea — ^you ! You know me not, and question me. 
And wonder that I answer not — not knowing 
My inquisitor. Explain what you would iiave. 
And then I'll satisry yourself, or me. 

litral. I knew not that you had reasons for reserve. 

Wer. Many have such :— Have you none ? 

Stral. None which can 

Interest a mere stranger. 

Wer. Then forgive 

The same unknown and humble stranger, if 



He wishes to remain so to the man 

Wlio can have nought in common with him. 

Stral. Sir, 

I will not bnlk your humour, though untoward : 
I only meant you service — hut good night ! 
lutcndant, show the way! (To Gaboe.) Sir, you will with me? 

lExruni SnuLEKHEiH and AUatdanli ; iDmrm and Gimb. 

}reT. (mlai). 'Tis he ! I am taken in thi' toils. Before 
I quitted Hamburgh, Ginho, his lat« steward, 
Infonn'd me, that he had ohtaiu'd an order 
Prom Brandenburg's elector, for the arrest 
Of Kruitzner (such the name I then bore) when 
I came upon the frontier ; the free city 
Alone preserved my freedom — till I left 
Its wails— fool that I was to quit them I But 
1 deem'd this humble garb, and route obscure. 
Had baffled the slow hounds in their pursuit. 
\Vliaf s to be done ? He knows me not by person ; 
Nor could aught, save the eye of apprehension. 
Have recognised him, after twenty years. 
We met so rarely and so coldly in 
Our youth. But those about him I Now I can 
Divine the frankness of the Hungarian, who 
No doubt is a mere tool and spy of Stralcnheim's, 
To sound and to secure me. Without means ! 
Sick, poor— begirt too with the flooding riven, 
Impnsdnble even to the wealthy, with 
All the appliances which purchase modes 
Of overpowering perils, witb men's lives, — 
Huw can 1 hope ! An hour ago methought 
My state beyond despair ; and now, 'tis such, 
Tliv past seems paradise. Another day. 
And I'm detected, — on the very eve 
Of honours, rights, and my inheritance, 
When a few druja uf gold might sove me still 
In favouring an cscnpe. 



fitter Ibmntia and Futn in cimin 

Immediulelv. 



ics 1.] WERNER. 

Iden. I tell you, 'tis impossible. 

Frilz. It must 

Be tried, liowever; and if one express 
Fail, jou must send on others, till the answer 
Ainves from Frankfort, from the cominatiJatit. 

Idfm. I HiU do what I can. 

PriU. And recollect 

To spare no trouble ; yon will be repaid 
Tenfold. 

Iden. The baron is retired to rest ? 

FriU. He hath tlirown himself into an easy chair 
Beside the fire, and slumbers; and has order'd 
He may not be disturb'd until eleven, 
Wben he will take himself to bed. 

Ideit. Before 

An hour is past I'll do my best to serve liira. 

Fritz. Eemember ! 

Iden. The devil take these great men I they 

Think all things made for them. Now here must I 
Rouse up some half a dozen shivering vassals 
From their scant pallets, and, at peril of 
Their lives, despatch them o'er the river towards 
Frankfort. Metliiiiks the baron's own experience 
Some hours ago might teach him fellow-i'eeiiiig : 
But no, "it muvt," and there's an end. How now? 
Are you there. Mynheer Werner ? 

rw. You have left 

Tour noble guest right quickly. 

Iden. Yes — he's dozing. 

And seems to like that none should sleep be^sides. 
Here is a packet for the commundant 
Of Frankfort, at all risks and all expenses; 
But I must not lose time : Good night 1 

Wer. " To Fraukfort 1 " 

So, 80, it thickens I Ay, " the commandant." 
This tallies well with all the prior steps 
Of this cool, calculiitiiig fiend, who walks 
Between me and my father's house. No doubt 



He writes for a detacliment to convey nic 

Into some secret fortress. — Sooner thaii 

This 

[WiHKEB luoii aroand, and matcha up a htift Igitg ot 

Now I am master of myself at least. 
Hark, — footstepB ! How do I know thnt Stralenheim 
Will wait for even the show of that authority 
Which is to overshadow usurpation ? 
That he suspects me's certain. I'm alone , 
He with a numerous train. I weak ; he strong 
In gold, in numbers, rank, authority. 
I nameless, or involving iii my name 
Destruction, till I reach my own domain ; 
He full-blown with his titles, which impose 
Still further on these obscure petty burghers 
Than they could do elsewhere. Hark ! nearer still 1 
I'll to the secret passage, which communicatea 

With the No ! all is silent — 'twas ray fancy I — 

Still as tlie brcatlilesa interval between 

The flash and thunder :— I must hush my soul 

Amidst its perils. Tet I will retire. 

To see if still be unexplored the passage 

I wot of: it will serve me as a den 

Of secrecy for some liours, at tiie worst. 

[Vuji» draici a jiond, and usT, dattuff il ^ft 



Enlrr QiBOft ami JosiPUin. 

Gab. Where is your husband ? 

Jo». Ifcre, I tliouglit : I left hiiD 

Not long since in his chamber. But these rooms 
Have many outlets, and he may be gone 
To accompany the intendant. 

Gai. Baron Stralenheim 

Put mfiny questions to the intendant on 
The subject of your lord, and, to be plain, 
1 have my doubts if Lc means wcU. 

Jos. Alas I 

Wiiftt can there he in common with the proud 
And wealthy barun, aud the uukiioHu Werner P 



rSii 



I 



Gab. riiat you know best. 

Or, if it were so, how 
Come you to stir yourself ui liis behnlf, 
Kather than that of him whose life you saved ? 

Gab. I help'd to save him, as iu peril ; but 
I ttid not pledi^ myself to aerve him iu 
Oppression. I know well these nobles, ond 
'I'lieir thousand modes of trampling on tlie poor. 
I have proved them ; and my spirit boils up wiieii 
I liud them practising against the weak : — 
lliis is my only motive. 

Jia. It would be 

Xot easy to persuade my consort of 
Your good inteutiotij. 

Gai, Is be BO suspicious ? 

Jot, He was not once ; but time and troubles have 
Miide him what you beheld. 

Gai. I'm sorry for it. 

Suspicion is a heavy armour, and 
With its own weight impedes more than protects, 
Good night 1 I trust to meet with him at day -break. 



Be-mltt Ivnnm mJ n 
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Pint Peasant. But if I'm drown'd P 

Itk*. Why, you will be well paid for 't, 

And have risk'd more than drowning for as much, 
I doubt not. 

Seeoiui PeaMui. But our wives and families P 

I'len. Cannot be worse otT than they are, and may 
Pe better. 

TAird Peasant. I have neither, and will venture. 

I'len. That's right. A gallant carle, and fit to be 
A soldier. I'll promote you to the ranks 
In ibe prince's body-guard — if you succeed : 
.\nd you shall have besides, in sparkling coin. 
Two tlialers. 

Tilril PeaaanI: No more t 

Iilen. Out ujion your avarice I 

Can that low vice alloy so much ambition P 



I tell thee, Mow, that two thakTs in 
Bmall change will subdivide into a treasnre. 
Do noi iivf hundred thousand heroes dailv 
Eisk hves and souls for the tithe of one thakr? 
VTiieii had you liall the sum r 

Third Ptatanf. Kfver — but ne'cf 

Tht- iesi^ 1 must have three. 

iiieti. Have you forgot 

\\ao0f vassal you were bom, knave 'r 

Jim/ I'auant. Ko— the pnnetfB, 

And uoi tut* 8traucer*5. 

Jiitfti. Sirrali ! ii'. the prince's 

Ab(<eiict'. 1 ant sovrreipi ; and the baron is 
M X lulimaie connection : — " Cousiii Idenstein ! 
{Q.uolii h( you'll order out a dozen Tiliains/' 
Ami HO, you viUaui}' ! troo|« — marcii — ^march, 1 nj; 
And il u Mucle dog's ear o\ this packet 
lit spnukieti b^ tiiv Oder — iook u> ii I 
lor even pogt of pafier. shall a iiidr 
Oi vuu^^ bt- sirelch*d ah parchment on a drum, 
Liki ZiskaV skiu, u» beat alarm to all 
I&elENCton vassaifr. whc» can not cfi'ect 
LnjMMusibihtieb. — ^Awa} . yt- eartii-worms ! 



Jm. \amiMt; forward). 1 fam would shun these aeeiieb, too oft 
repeat<*d. 
Of feudal tyrauny o'er |>etty victims : 
I cannot aid., and wil! not witness such. 
Eveii here, in tuih remoit. imnanieu. dull spot. 
The duuuMsst in tht- district's map. exist 
The inaoleuue of wtaiitii in poverty 
O'er Kimethuig pui»rer siili — tht- pridt of rank 
In servitude, o'er sometliiii^" siil! mort- servile; 
And viot- 111 miner} aikrctiiip still 
A tatter*d splendour. \^ iiat u statt of being ! 
Li lutfcain. un uwii dear ^ull!l^ i;iiiu« 
Our nobita^ w«rt but citu&eiis am: merciianta. 
Like (.\itfiuo. Vt liac! evut, but not sucli 
At tiiew ; aud our aL-npt a no ^u»uing valifyt 
Maut poverty muri chtrrial, wnere eacL in^ 
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Was in itself a meal, and every vine 

Itain'd, as it were, the beverage which makes ^ad 

llie Leart of man ; and the ne'er uiifelt sun 

(But rarely clouded, and witen clouded, leaving 

His warmth behind in memory of his beams) 

Makes the worn mantle, and the thin robe, leas 

Oppressive thao an emperor's jewell'd purple. 

But, here I the despots of the north appear 

To imitate the ice-wind of their clime. 

Searching the shivering vassal through hia rags. 

To wring his soul — as the bleak elements 

His form. And 'tis to be amongst these sovereigns 

My husband pants ! and such his pride of birth — 

That twenty years of usage, such as no 

Father bom in a humble state could nerve 

His soul to persecute a son withal. 

Halt changed no atom of his early nature ; 

But I, bom no Illy also, from my fatlier's 

Kindness was taught a different lesson. Father I 

May thy long-tried and now rewarded spirit 

Look down on us and our so long desired 

Ulric I I love my son, as thou didst me ! 

Whafs that? Thou, Werner ! can it be? and thus? 

ffer. {not al finC recognmng ker). Diacover'd! then I'il stab 

{rteosnUing her). 

Ah 1 Josephine 
Wby art thou not at rest ? 

Jm. What rest ? My God I 

What doth this mean? 

Wer. {liowinff a rouleaH). Here's ffo/d — golJ, Josephine, 
Will rescue us from this detested dungeon. 

Joi. And how obtain'd ? — that knife ! 

K'er. 'I'is bloodless-^c^. 

Away — we must to our chamber. 

/a». But whence comest thou? 

ITer. Ask not I but let us think where we shall go— 



k. 
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This — ^this will make ua way — (tiowittn lie gold) — I'll fit them 
now. 

Joa. I dare not think thee guilty of dishonour. 

Wer. Dishonour I 

Joi, I have said it. 

ff'er. Let us hence . 

'Tis tlie last night, I trust, that we need pass here. 

Jon. And not the wont, I hope. 

Wer. Hope I I make «wi 

But let us to our chamber. 

Joa. Yet one question — 

What hiist thou done ? 

Wer. {^fiercely). Left one thing undone, which 

Plad made all well : let me not think of it I 
Away I 

Jot. Alas, that I should doubt of thee I 
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Scni L— J BaB M (A( tfiiM PaloM. 
Enitr IpimriiK a»d (Hken, 

Idett. Fine doings! goodly doings ! honest duiiigs ! 
A hiiron pillaged in a prince's palace ! 
Where, till this hour, such a sin ne'er wns heard of. 

Fritz. It hardly could, unless the rats despuil'd 
The mice of a few shreds of tai>eatry. 

Iden. Oh ! that I e'er should live to see this day I 
The honour of our city's gone for ever. 

Frill. Well, but now to discover the delinquent ; 
Tlie bnron is determined nut to lose 
This sum without a search. 

Iden. And so am I. 

Fritz. But whom do you suspect? 

Iden. Suspect I nil )>eopU 

Wilhoat — within — above — below — Heaven hrip mel 



friit. Is there no otlier entrance to the cliainber ? 
Idea. Nooe whatsoever. 
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ItUn. Certain. I have lived and served here since m; hirth, 
And if there were such, must have heard of such. 
Or seen it. 

FriU. Then it must be some one who 
Had access to the antechamber. 

Iden. Doubtless. 

Fritt, Tlie man call'd JFertter's poor t 

Idm. Poor as a raber.' 

But lodged so far off, in the other wing, 
B; which there's no communication with 
The baron's chamber, tliat it can't be he. 
Besides, I bade him "good night" in the hall. 
Almost a mile off, and which only leads 
To his own apartment, about the same time 
When this burglarious, larcenous felony 
Appears to have been committed. 

Frill, There's another, 

Tlie stranger 

Iden. The Hungarian P 

fhie. He who help'd 

To fish the baron from the Oder. 

Iden. Not 

Unlikely, But, hold — might it not have been 
One of the suite ? 

FHit. How P re, sir ! 

Iden, No — not you. 

But some of the inferior knaves. You say 
The baron was asleep in the great chair — : 
The velvet chair — in his embroider'd night-gown ; 
His toilet spread before him, and upon it 
A cabinet with letters, papers, and 
Several rouleaux of gold ; of which one only 
Ha^ disappear'd : — the door unbolted, with 
No ditGcutt access to any. 
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Friiz. Good sir, 

Be not so quick ; t!ie honour of the corps 
Which forms the baron's household's unimpeach'd 
From steward to scullion, save in tiie fair waj 
Of peculation ; such as in accompts. 
Weights, measures, larder, cellar, buttery. 
Where all men take their prey ; as also in 
Postage of letters, gatiiering ot rents, 
Purveying feasts, and understanding with 
The honest trades who fumiab noble masters ; 
But for your petty, picking, downright ibievery. 
We Bconi it as we do bosrd wages. Then 
Had one of our folks done it, he would uot 
[lave been so poor a spirit as la hazard 
His neck for one rouleau, but have swoop'd all; 
Also the cabinet, if portable. 

Iden. There is some sense in that 

Frilz. IJo, sir, be sore 

'Twas none of our corps ; but some petty, trivial 
Picker and stealer, without art or genius. 
The only question is — -Who else could have 
Access, save the Hungarian and yourself? 

Ideit. You don't mean me ? 

Fritz. No, sir ; I honour more 

Yonr talenU 

ld«n. And my princijiles, I hojie. 

Ffilt. Of course. But to the point : Wbat's to be done P 

LUn. Nothing — Imt there's a good deal to be said. 
We'll offer a reward ; move heaven and earth. 
And tbe police (though there's none nearer tlian 
Frankfort) ; post notices in manuscript 
(For we've no printer) ; and set by my clerk 
To read them (for few can, save he and 1). 
\Vc'll send out villains to strip beggars, and 
Search empty pockets; also, lo arrest 
All gipsies, and ill-clolbed and sallow ))eople. 
Prisoners we'll have at least, if not the culprit ; 
And for the barou's gold — if 'tis not found. 
At least he shall have the full satisfaction 
Of melting twice its substance in the raising 
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The ghost of this rouleau. Here's alchemy 
For your lord's losses ! 

FriU. He hath found a better. 

IJtn. Where? 

Fritz. In a most immense inheritance 

The late Count Siegendorf, his distant kiiismau. 
Is dead near Prague, in his castle, and mj lord 
Is on his WBj to take possession. 

/a!n>. Was there 

No heir? 

Fritz. Oh, jes ; but he has disappear'd 
Long from the world's eye, and perhaps the world, 
A prodigal son, beneath liis father's ban 
For the last twenty years ; for whom his sire 
Refused to kill the felted calf; and, therefore. 
If Ii*ing, he must chew the husks still. But 
The baron would find means to silence him, 
Were he to re-appear ; he's politic, 
And has much itifluence with a certaia court. 

Iden. He's fortunate. 

Fritz, 'Tis true, there is a grandBonj 

Whom the late count reclaiin'd from his son's hands. 
And educated as his heir; but then 
His birth is doubtful. 

LUn. How so? 

Fritz. His sire mads 

A left-band, love, imprudent sort of marriage. 
With an Italian exile's dark-eyed daughter : 
Noble, tliey say, too ; but no matcii for such 
A bouse aa Siegendorrs. The grandsire ill 
Could brook the alliance ; and eould ne'er be brough* 
To see the parents, though he took the sou. 

Iden. If lie's a lad of mettle, he may yet 
Dispute your claim, and weave a web that may 
Puzzle your baron to unravel. 

Fritz. Why, 

For mettle, he has quite enough : they saj, 
He forms a happy mixture of his sire 
And grandsirc'fi qualities, — impetuous as 
The former, and deep as thf latter ; but 



'riie slr-iMgest is, tliat lit 
Some inontlis ^u. 



Uxi (li£Hj)pe)kr'iI 



Iden. 

FrI/r, 



The devil be ilitl I 



Whj, yea : 



Jl iim^t liave been &t )iis suggestion, at 

All liour 90 critical as was tlie eve 

Of the ulJ inaii's death, whose heart was broken by it. 

Jden. Was there no cause assign'd ? 

Fritz. Plenty, no doubt, 

And none perbaiw the true one. Some averr'J 
It was to seek bis parents ; some because 
'llie old mini held liis spirit in ao strictly 
(But that could scarce be, for he (luted on him) ; 
A third believed he wish'd to serve in war. 
Bat peace being made soon after his departure. 
He might have since retuni'd, were tiiiit the motive ; 
A fourth set charitably have surmised. 
As there was something strange and mystic in him, 
That ill the wild exuberance of his nature 
He had join'd the black bands, who lay waste Lusatia, 
The mountains of fiolicmia and Silesia, 
Since the lost years of war had dwindled into 
A kind of general condottiero system 
Of bandit warfare ; each troop with its chief, 
And all ugainst mankind. 

Iden. That cannot be. - 

A young heir, bred to wealth and luxury, 
To risk his life and honours with disbanded 
Soldiers and desperadoes t 

Fritz, Heaven brst knows I 

Hilt there are tinman natures so allied 
Unto the savage love of enterprise. 
That tiny will seek for peril as a pleasure. 
I've heard that nothing can reclaim your Indiun, 
Or tame the tiger, though their infancy 
Were fed on milk and honey. After all, 
Your Wallciistein, your Tilly and Guslitvus, 
Your Dniinier, and yourTorwIenwon and WHintri 
Were hut the aaine thing upon n ^mnd mule ; 
Ajid Qov that they arc gone, and {nace pmcbiim'd. 



The; wlio would Tulluw llie smne pastime must 
Pursue it on their owii account. Here cornea 
I'he baron, and the Saxon stranger, who 
Was his chief aid in yesterday's escape, 
But did not leave the cottage by tiie Oder 
Uutil this morning. 

Bnitr Stkilbitqeiii and tTLHio. 

Stral. Since you have lefused 
All compensation, gentle stranger, save 
Inadequate thanks, you ahnost check even thein, 
Making me feel the worthlessneas of words, 
And blush at my own barren gratitude, 
Tliey seem so niggardly, compared with what 
Yonr courteous courage did in my behalf 

Ulr. I pray you press the theme no further. 

Stral. Itnt 

Can I not serve you P Tou are young, and of 
Thai mould which throws out heroes ; fair in fuviiui' ; 
Brave, I know, by my living now to say so ; 
And doubtlessly, with such a form and heart, 
Would look into the fiery eyes of war, 
As ardently for glory as you dared 
An obscure death to save an unknown stranger, 
In an as jwrilous, but op|)osite, element. 
You are made for the service : I have served ; 
Have rank by birth and soldiershi]>, and friends. 
Who shall be yours. 'Tis true this pause of p^iux 
Favours such views at present scantily ; 
But 'twill not last, men's spirits are too stirring; 
And, after thirty years of conflict, peace 
Is but a petty war, as the times show us 
In every forest, or a mere arm'd truce. 
War will reclaim his own ; and, in the meantime, 
You might obtain a post, which would ensure 
A higher soon, and, by my influence, fail not 
To rise. I speak of Brandenburgb, wherein 
1 stand well with the elector ; in Bohemia, 
Like you, I am a stranger, and we arc now 
Upon its frontier. 



Vlr. Xvm pgnare mj gBti 

Is Suaa. md of bmbc mj ktikk doe 
tb ary ovB ■m«% >. If I mhI iadaat 



I ove ib; fife to joa, aid job icfoae 
The atqoittanee of tfae iBtoot of Um Ui^ 
To hesp nore oUigitiaaf on n^ tiD 
1 bow beneath than. 

Vir. Tm shdl n; m when 

1 datm the p^iseiit. 

£fra/. Well, w, nnee joo will oot- 

Toa we Doblj bora ? 

C/r. I htve heaid mj kinfmen m/ so. 

£tra/. Tow aedou show it. lli^t I uk your name P 

VU. Uliic 

5/riJL Tour boos^a ? 

C7r. Wbeo I'm worthy of it, 

I'll answer you. 

Strat. {attiU). Most probablr an Aostmn, 
Wliom tliese uuaettled times forbid to boast 
Ilia Uncage on these wild and diii^roos frontien, 
^^')iere the name of his coaairj is abhoir'd. 

[Jlmil te Fan* «h{ IMSKK 
So, nn 1 how have ye sped la your researches ? 

Jilim, Indifferent well, jour excellency. 

Strat. Then 

I uiti to deem the plunderer is eaught ? 

Iifen. Humph ! — not exactly. 

Stral. Or at least suspected ? 

}iUn. Oh! for that matter, very much suspected. 

Btrai. Who may he be? 

Idvn. WliT, don't yoa know, my lord P 

Htral. How should I? I was fast uleep. 

Lien. And BO 

\im I, nnil thnt's the cnusc I know no more 
Than doea your excelleucy. 

«M. Dolt ! 

JBta. my. if 




YottT lordship, beiiiir roiib'd, doii't recognise 

The rogue; liow should I, not being robb'd, identify 

The thief among so many ? In the crowd, 

May it please your excellency, your tliief looka 

Exactly like tlie rest, or rather better ; 

'Tis only at the bar and in the dungeon, 

Thai irise men know your felon hy hia features ; 

But I'll eugage, that if seen there but once. 

Whether he be found criminal or no, 

liis face shall be $o. 

Stral. {to Ywtl). Prithee, Fritz, inform me 
What hath been dune to trace the fellow ? 

FrUt. Faith ! 

My lord, not much as yet, except conjecture. 

Stral. Besides the loss (which, I must own, aSects me 
Jmt now materially), I needs would find 
The villain out of public motives; for 
So dexterous a spoiler, who could creep 
Through my attendants, and so many peopled 
And lighted olinmbers, on my rest, and snatch 
The gold before my scarce-closed eyes, would soon 
Leave bare your borough. Sir Intendant ! 

Idefi. True; 

If there were aught to carry off, my lord. 

Vlr. What is all this? 

Stral, You join'd us but this morning. 

And have not heard that I was robb'd last night. 

Vlr. Some rumour of it reach'd me as I paas'd 
The outer chambers of the palace, but 
I know no further. 

Stral. IL is a strange business ; 

The intendant can inform you of the facts. 

Ideit. Most willingly. You see 

Siral. {Impatienll^). Defer your tale, 

Till certain of tfae hearer's patience. 

Iden. That 
Can only be approved by proofs. You see 

Stral. {again interrupting htm, and addresting Uuuc}. 
In short, I was asleep upon a chair. 
My cabinet before me, with some gold 
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V[Km it (more than I much tike to \om, 

Tliougli ill part only) : some ingenious person 

Contrived to glide tlirough all in; own otteiulaiits, 

Besides those of the place, and bore away 

A hundred golden ducats, wliich to find 

I would be fain, and there's an end. Perhaps 

You (as I still am rather faint) would add 

To yesterday's great obligation, this. 

Though slighter, yet not slight, to aid these men 

{Who seem but lukewarm) in recovering it ? 

Ulr. Most willingly, and without loss of time— 
{To Idesstei.s.J Come hither, mynheer ! 

Idea. But so much liaste bodes 

Right little speed, and 

Ulr. Standing motionless 

None ; so let's march : we'll talk as we go on. 

/rf«. But 

Uir. Show the spot, and then I'll answer you. 

IHU. I will, air, witli his excellency's leave. 

Sintl. Do so, and take yon old ass with you. 

I'rilt. Hence ! 

Ulr, Come on, old oracle, expound thy riddle I 

[Exit vitk Ii)»nEIR and FuTt. 

Slral. (Wm«). a stalwart, active, soldier-looking stripling. 
Handsome as Hercules ere his Grst labour. 
And with a brow of thought beyond his years 
WHien in rejiose, till his eye kindles up 
In answering yours. I wish I could engage Mm : 
I have need of fonie such spirits near me now, 
For this intieritaiice is worth a stru^le. 
Apid though I am not the man to yield without one. 
Neither are they who now rise up between me 
And my desire. Tlie boy, they say, 's a bold one; 
But he hath play'd the truant in some hour 
Of fre.nkish folly, leaving fortune to 
Champion his claims. T!i»t's well. The father, whom 
For years I've tracked, as does the blood-hound, nevet 
In sight, but conntaiitly in scent, hsd put me 
To fault ; but iere I iare him, and thiit's belter. 
It must be iff / All circumstance proclaims it ; 
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And careless voices, knowing not ilie cause 

Of my enquiries, still confirm it. — Yes I 

Tlie man, his bisaring, and tlie mystery 

Of Ilia arrival, and the lime ; the account, too. 

The iiilendant gave [for I have not beheld her) 

Of liis wife's dignified but foreigD aspect; 

Besides the antipathy with which we met, 

As snakes and lions shrink back from each othn 

By secret instinct that both must be foes 

Deadly, without being nalural prey to either ; 

All — all — confirm it to my mind. However, 

We'll grapple, ne'ertheless. In a few liours 

Tlie order comes from Frankfort, if these waters 

Rise not the higher (aud the weather favours 

llieir quick abatement], and I'll Jiavc him safe 

Within a dungeon, wlit-re he may avouch 

His real estate and name; and there's no harm done, 

Should he prove other than I deem. This robbery 

(Save for the actual loss) is lucky also; 

He's poor, and that's suspicious — he's unknown, 

And timt's defenceless. — True, we have no proofs 

Of guilt, — but what hath he of innocence? 

Were he a man indifl'erent to my prospects. 

In other bearings, I should rather lay 

The inculpation on the Hungarian, who 

Hath something which I like not ; and alone 

Of all around, except the intendant, and 

The prince's household and my own, bad ingress 

Familiar to the chamber. 



Friend, how fare you ? 

Gah. As those who fare well everywhere, wlieii thi'jr 
Have Bupp'd and slumber'd, no great matter how^ 
And you, my lord ? 

Sltal. Better in rest than purse : 

Mine inn is like to cost me dear. 

Gab, I ht'ud 

Of your late loss; but 'tis a tritle to 
One of your order. 
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Slml. Vou would hardlj' ihiiik so, 

Were the loss yours. 

Gai, I never had so much 

(At once) in my whole life, and therefore am not 
Fit to decide. But I cauiu here to seek vou. 
Your couriers are turu'd back — I have outstripp'd them, 
Id my return. 

Sfral. You!— Wlij? 

Gai. I weat at daybreak, 

To watch for the abatement of tlie river. 
As being anxious to resume my journey. 
Tour messengers were all check'd like myself; 
And, seeing (be case hopeless, I BWait 
The current's pleiisure, 

Slral. Would the dogs were in it ! 

Why did they not, at lea^t, attciujit the passage? 
I order'd this at all risks. 

Gai. Could you order 

The Oder to divide, as Moses did 
The Hed Sea (scarcely redder than the flood 
Of the swoln stream), and be obey'd, perhaps 
They might have ventured. 

Slrai, I must sec to it : 

The kuaves ! the slaves !— but they shall smart for litis. 
[Exit 9t\ 

Gab, (soliu). There goes my noble^ feudal, self-wilt'd baron I 
Epitome of what brave chivalry 
Tlie preux chevaliers of the good old limes 
Have left us. Yesterday he would have givea 
His lands (if he h«th any), and, still dearer. 
His siileeii (luartcrings, for as mucli fresb air 
As would have HUM a bladder, while he lay 
Gurgling and foaming half way through the window 
Of his o'crset and water-logg'd couvejanee ; 
And DOW lie storms at half a dozen wretchea 
Because lliey love tlieir lives too I Yet, be's right : 
I'is strange they should, when such as he may put them 
To hasnrd nt his pleasure. Oli, thou world I 
Thou furl indeed a melauciiolv ifst I 
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TIU Apartmm 0/ Wcum, in Ihi Fjiaae. 
Enter JoBip&m and Uuuo. 

Jot, Stand back, and let me look on thee again 1 
My Ulric t— my beloved I — can it be — 
After twelve jeura ? 

Ulr. My dearest mother! 

/«. Yes I 

My dream is realised — how beautiful ! — 
How more than all I sigh'd for! Heaven receive 
A mother's thanks ! a mother's tears of joy I 
This is indeed thy work ! — At such an liour, too. 
He comes not only as a son, but saviour, 

Vlr. If such a joy await me, it must double 
What I now feel, and lijrliteii from mj heart 
A part of llie long debt of duty, not 
(>f love {for that was ne'er withheld) — forgive me I 
This long delay was not my fault. 

Jot. I know it. 

But cannot think of sorrow now, and douht 
If I e'er felt it, 'tis so diizzled from 
My memory by this oblivious transport ! — 
My soul 

Wer. What have we here, — more strangers ? — 

Jot. No I 

Look upon him I What do you see F 

Wer. A stripling, 

Tor the first time — 

Vlr. [kneeling). For twelve long years, my father ! 

W». Oh, God ! 

Jot, He feints ! 

Wer, No— I am better now— 

inric! [Embracet kim.) 

Ulr. My father, Siegendorf I 



Laot n. 

Wer. [atarliiig). IIusli ! boy — 

Tlie wails maj' hear that iinme ! 

Vlr. Whatlhen? 

JFer. Why, then— 

But we will talk of that anon. Bemember, 
I must be kiiuwii here but as Wemer. Come ! 
Come to my arms again I Why, thou look'xt all 
I should have been, and was not, JDse|ihitie 1 
Sure 'tis no falher's fondness dazzles me ; 
But, had I seen tliat form amid ten tliousund 
Youth of the choicest, my heart would have chosen 
This fur my son ! 

Ulr, And yet you knew me not I 

Wer, Alas I I have had tiiat upon my soul 
M'hich makes me look on all men with an eye 
Ttiat only knows the evil at first glance. 

Ulr. My memory served me far more fondly j I 
Have not forgotten aught ; and oft-times in 
The proud and princely halls of — (I'll not name them, 
Aa you say that 'tis perilous) — but \' the jiomp 
Of your sire's feudal mansion, I look'd back 
To the Bohemian mountains many a sunset, 
And wept to sec another day go down 
O'er thee and me, with tho^ie liugc liJIls between us. 
Tliey shall not part us more. 

Wer. I know not that. 

Are you aware my father is no more ? 

Vlr. Oh, heavens ! I left Iiim in a green old age. 
And looking like the oak, worn, but still steady 
Amidst the elements, wliilst younger trees 
Fell fast around him, 'Twas scarce three moutlis since 

Wer. Why did you leave him ? 

Jot. {emhracing Ulbic). Can you ask that qneetiun P 

Ib he not here t 

Wer. True ; he Imth sought Ins parents. 

And found them; but, th ! hmc, and in what stale! 

Vlr. All shall be better'd. What we have to do 
Is to proceed, and to assert our righls, 
Ur rather yours; for I waive all, uidtss 
Tour luthrr has disposed in such a sort 



s broad lands as to mnke mine the foremost, 
> that I must prefer my claim for form : 
But I trust better, and that all is yours. 

JTer, Have you not heard of Straleuheitn ? 

Ulr. I saved 

His life but yesterday : he's here. 

ffer. You saved 

The serpent who will ating uh all I 

Uir. You speak 

Biddies : what is this 8tra!enheim to us ? 

ffV. Every thing. One who claims our father's lands j 
Our distaut kinsman, and our nearest foe. 

Ulr. I never heard his name till now. The count. 
Indeed, spoke sometimes of a kinsman, who. 
If his own line should fail, might be remotely 
Involved in the succession ; but his titles 
Were never named before me — and what then ? 
His right must yield to ours. 

M'er. Aj, if at Prague ; 

Bat jiere he is all-powerful; and has spread 
Snares for thy father, which, if liitherto 
He hath escaped them, is by fortune, not 
By favour. 

Vlr. Doth he personally know you ? 

IFer. No ; hut he guesses shrewdly at my person. 
As he betray'd last night; and I, perhaps, 
But owe my temporary liberty 
To his uncertainty. 

Ulr. I think you wrong hiiri 

(Excuse me for the phrase); but Stralenheira 
Is not what you prejudge him, or, if so. 
He owes me something both for past and present. 
I saved his life, he therefore trusts in me. 
He hath been plunder'd too, since he came hither: 
Is sick ; a stranger ; and as such not now 
Able to trace the villain who hath robb'd him : 
I have pledged myself to do so ; and the business 
Which brought me here was chiefly that;' but I 
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Have found, in searchiug for anotber'a dross, 
My own whole treasure — jou, mj parents ! 

tFer. {agitatedly). Whu 

Taught you to mouth that name of " rillain ?" 

Utr. What 

More noble name belongs to common Ihieve? ? 

^er. Who taught you thus to brand an unknown being 
With an infernal stigma P 

Utr, My own feelings 

Taught me to name a ruffian Ifom his deeds. 

Wer. Who taught you, long-sought and ill-fouad boy ! that 
It would be safe for my own son to insult me p 

Ulr. I named a villain. What is there in common 
With such a being and my father P 

Wer. Every thing I 

That ruffian is thy father I ' 

Jos. Oh, my son 1 
Believe him not — and yet I {her voice /alteri.) 

Ulr. {tlarlt, looh eamesllg at Werner and then layt tUwlf,) 
And you avow it P 

IFer. Ulric, before you dare despise your father, 
Learn to divine and judge his actions. Young, 
Hash, new to life, and reur'd in luxur/e lap. 
Is it for you to measure passion's force. 
Or misery's temptation? Wait — (not long. 
It Cometh like tlie night, and quickly) — Wait t — 
Wait till, like me, your hopes are bliglited' — till 

iren otherwue, he owtt me grelitadi' out oulj for the {act, but (br what be rappoan 
to be m; prraeal aaplajmait. I nv«d hii life, uvl he theidbra plan* oodfiikuM in 
me. He hatb been roLbud tiut ui|i!it — ii uck— « itiviEcr — and in do oondilion ta 
duOKTvr the tillaio «ha bia iiliiDdeml him : aod the buaiutaa on vhieh I amifhl tha 
intvodaut wm chieflj that.' " ke.—UoB hn.] 

' ["'And who,' mid be, 'haa oulilled 7011 to brand llin* villi igBoninina* 
CfntMla a being ym do Dot knov t Who bu taught 5 









replied CoBjad indigiuuitlT, 'to pn him the appellati<ni 

there in emimou botwceu nij fitlhcr and laoh a ebanwtBr t '—' ETerTtbiug,' tut 

Susendorf; tHtterlj, — 'Ibi thU nifflan vaajrotir (itlieT 1'"— /(uf ] 

* [" 'Coond, biAn fan tlma pRiume to «bHtlae ma with joor ejt, lean to 
oDdentand mj aotloni. laanf, and inexperietiNil in the world— rcpooiBg bilhano 
In Iha boaom of indnlgMiN and Iniurji, ia it fxr yvu to jadfa of tixi lumt nT Um 
raMJnn^ or lb* laaptatiiwa of miaerr I Vait tUl, like mo, jw han tiitkioA jura 
tairtat kopM — bare andarad bamiliation and Kimni— porartj and bminB—befon yos 
pMUnd to Jndg* eT tbor cffeoU on joa I ahoold liiat mieerabbi liaf nvr anin — 
•bonld faa Mi tba being at tout marej who ttauJe betwtwa }i>a and ancTlUng that 



Sorrow and shame are handmaids of your cabiii ; 

I'amine and poverty jour guests at table ; 

Despair jour bed-fellow — then rise, but Dot 

J'rom sleep, and judge 1 Should that daj e'er nrrive — 

Should you see theu the serpent, who hath coil'd 

Himself around all that is dear and noble 

Of you and yours, lie slumbering in jour path, 

With but AU folds between your steps and happiness. 

When ie, who lives but to tear from you name. 

Lands, life itself, lies at your mercy, with 

Chance your conductor ; midnight for jour mantle j 

The bare knife in your hand, and earth asleep. 

Even to jour deadliest foe ; and he as 'twere 

Iiiriting death, by looking like it, while 

His death alone can save you : — Thank joiir Qod I 

If then, like me, content with pettj plunder. 

You turn aside 1 did so, 

Vlr. But 

U'er, {abruptly). Hear me i 

I will not brook a human voice — scarce dare 
Listen to uij own (if that be human stil!) — 
Heat me I you do not know this man — I do.' 
He's mean, deceitful, avaricious. You 
Deem yourself safe, as young and brave ; but learn 
None are secure from desperation, few 
From aubtilty. Mj worst foe, Straleuheim, 
Housed in a prince's palace, couch'd within 
A prince's chamber, lay below my knife ! 
An instant — a mere motion — tiie least impulse — 
Had swept him and all fears of mine from earth. 
He was within my power — my koife was raised — 
Withdrawn — and I'm in his -.- — ^are jou not so ? 
Who tells jOu tliat he knows jou not? Who savs 

'ladcmr or noUe in liie I wbo a readj to tear from jnu 7DuriianiR--}uar iulieii 
a tnj life itoelf — coagmtnlate voi 
' ' ' >t tempted li 
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1 ("'Yoa do not know this mmn,' contuiueu be; '1 bclime him to be nii'^ 

■xdid, deeeitlal I Yon vill cuucraTe juanelf safe, because ;od are jnong aud ljtu?i 

Leun, bowerer, uoDe u« ad aeean hnt deapenition or wibUlty may reacL iten 

Stmleuhrani, in the palace of a priiir^ wu in mj powei ! Uy k-nifc wa& Leld oi 

"' 'mre— aud I amnow ill hu,'"to, — Lel] 
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He hath not lured you here to end yoa P or 

To plunge you, with your parenta, in a dungeon P 

Vlr, Proceed — proceed I 

Wer. Me he hath ever known, 

And hnnted through each change of 'time — name — fortune — 
And why not you ? Are you more versed in men ? 
He wound anarea round me ; flung along my path 
Reptiles, whom, in my youth, I would have spum'd 
Kven from my presence ; but, in spurning now. 
Fill only with fresh venom. ^Vill you be 
More patient P Ulric ! — Illric ! — there are crimes 
Made venial by the occasion, and temptations 
Which nature cannot master or forbear," 

JJlr. {ibAo looit Jinf at Aim ami then at Josephine). My 
mother ! 

Wer. Ah 1 I thought so : you have now 

Only one parent. I have lost aiike 
Father and son, and stand alone. 

Ulr. But slay I 

[WsucKH raiha out of tie ehambir. 

Jot. [io Uluc). Follow him not, until this slurm of pasdou 
Abates. Tliink'st thou, that were it well for him, 
1 had not foUow'd ? 

Ulr. I obey you, mother. 

Although reluctantly. My first act shall not 
Be one of disobedience. 

Jot. Oh I he is good ! 

Condemn him not from his own mouth, but trust 
To me, who have borne so much with him, and for liim. 
That this is but the surface of his soul. 
And tliat the depth is rich in better things. 

Uk. These then are but my father's principles ? 
My mother Uiioka not with him P 

Joi. Nor doth he 

* ["He 111] lux known iDiuublj thTongh orarj ahanjra of (artiuu at of nam*— wd 
■fa; not 7DD I He be bta eatt^iptd — tn ;on nioro dinoiwt ' lie hu woanil lb* 
rmana of Idmitein aroond ne ;—-vS > reptil* wbom, ■ few jcmim iikc% 1 snold h«TV 
(pumed friHD mj imaenc*, uid •hun, in ipnTnuig now, I Iutc rumiilisil with tngik 
TanoB. Will juu ba Doro pallent t Caorwl, Connd, thon tn rrimci nadanJ 
kd1«I hj Um oMuinn. ud UniiUtiuna loo euiHiiile lor hDmu fortitude (u naftBr «r 
/«rbau."*t— ftW.] 
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Think as he speaks. Alas 1 long years of grief 
Have mode liim sometimes thus. 

Ulr. Explain to me 

More clearly, then, these claims of Straleuheim, 
That, when I see the sahject in its bearings, 
I may prepare to face liim, or at least 
To entricate you from your present perils, 
I pledge myself to accomplish tliis — but would 
1 had arrived a few hours sooner ! 

Jo». Ay ! 

Hadst thou hut done so 1 

Eattr OiBOK and iDsxaTEiH, iniA Aueadanlt. 

Gab. (to Ulric). I have sought yoUj comrade. 

So this is my reward ! 

Pfr. What do you mean ? , 

Gab. 'Sdeath ! have I Hved to these years, and for tlus ! 

{To Idenstkin.) But for your age and folly, I would 

IJen. Help ! 

Hands off I Touch an intendant I 

Gab. Do not think 

m honour you so much as save your throat 
From the Ravenstoiie* by choking you myself, 

IdeH: I thank yon for the respite : but there are 
Tliose who have greater need of it than me. 

Ulr. Unriddle this vile wrangling, or 

Gab. At once, then. 

The baron has been robb'd, and upon me 
This worthy personage has deign'd to fix 
His kind suspicions — me ! whom he ne'er saw 
Till y ester' evening, 

IdcH. Wouldst have me suspect 

My oftii acquaintances? You have to learn 
That I keep better company. 

Gab. You shall 

Keep the best shortly, and the last for all men. 
The worms ! you hound of mahce ! 

[Oiioi titti «n him. 

a tbe tttia giibet of Qanaan;, uiil ■> nUod 



^m bom Ihc larBc 



Ulr. [iiterfering). Nay, no violence: 

He's old, unanD'J — be temi>erat«, Gabor 1 

Gab. {letttHij go Idenstein). Tme : 

I am a fool tu lose myself because 
Fools deem me kna^e : it ia their homage. 

Ulr. [to Idenstein). How 

Fare you P 

Idea. Help ! 

Vlf. I have help'd you. 

Idm. Kill him I then 

I'll say so. 

Gab. I nm calm — live on ! 

Iden. That's more 

Than you shall do, if there be judge or judgment 
In Germany. The baron shall decide ! 

Gall. Does he abet you in your accusation ? 

Iden. Does he not '( 

Gab. Theu next time let him go sink 

Ere I go hang for snatching him from drowning. 
Uut here he comes I 

KM€r SnuuDiRtm. 

6ah. (goet up to him). My noble lord, I'm here 1 

Slral. Well, sir I 

Gai. Have you aught with me F 

Siral. , What she 

Have with you ? 

Qab. You know best, if yesterday's 

Flood has not wash'd away your memory; 
But tiiat's a trifle. I stand here accused. 
In phrases not equivocal, by yon 
Intendant, of the pillage of your person 
Or chamber : — is the charge your own or his P 

Stral. I accuse no man. 

Gab. Then you acquit mc, baron P 

Stral. I know not whom to accuse, or to acquit. 
Or scarcely to suspect. 

Qab. But you at least 

Should know whom not to suspect. I am insulted— 
Oppreu'd here by tiiese menials, and I look 



To Tou for remedy — t^ach tliem their duty ! 
To look for thieves at home were piirt of it, 
If duly taught ; but, iii one word, if I 
Have an accuser, let it be a man 
Worthy to be so of a man like me. 
I am your equal. 

Slral. Tou ! 

Gah. ks, sir; ami, for 

Augbt that you know, superior; but proceed — 
I do not ask for hinls, and surrnises. 
And circumstance, and proof: I know enough 
Of what I have done for you, and what you owe me. 
To have at least waited your payment rather 
Tlian paid myself, had I been enger of 
Tour gold, I bUo know, that were I even 
The villain I am deem'd, the service render'd 
So recently would not permit you to 
Pnrane me to the death, except through shame. 
Such as would leave your scutcheon but a blank. 
Bat this is nothing : I demand of you 
Justice upon your unjust servants, and 
From your own lips a disavowal of 
All sanction of their insolence : thus much 
Tou owe to the unkno«ii, wjio asks no more, 
And never thought to have ask'd so much. 

Slral. This tone 

Hay be of innocence. 

Gah, 'Sdeath ! who dare doubt it. 

Except such vilkins as ne'er had it P 

Btral. You 

Are hot, sir. 

ffai. Must I tum an icicle 

Before the breath of menials, and their master P 

Str(U. Ulric ! you know tliis man ; I found him in 
Yvar company. 

Go6. We found you in the Oder ; 

'Would we had left you there t 

^al. I give you thanks, sir. 

Goi. I've eam'd them ; but might have eam'd more from others. 
Perchance, if I had left you to your &te. 
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Stral. Ulric I jon know this man ? 

Oab. No more than yoa Ha, 

If he avouches not m; honour. 

Ulr. I 

Can vouch your courage, and, as far as my 
Own brief connection led me, honour. 

Slral. Then 

I'm satisfied. 

Oab. {ironically). Right easily, methinks, 
Wliat is the spell in his asseveration 
More than in mine ? 

Slral. I merely said that / 

Was satisfied — not that you are absolved. 

Gab. Agam ! Am 1 accused or no p 

SCral. Oo to 1 

You wax too insolent. If circumstance 
And general suspicion be against you, 
Is the fault mine P Is't not enough that I 
Dechne all question of your guilt or innocence ? 

Gad. My lord, my lord, this is mere cozenage, 
A vile equivocation; you well know 
Yoor doubts are certainties to all around you — 
Your looks a voice — ^your frowns a sentence j you 
Are practising your power on rae — because 
You have it ; but beware I you know not whom 
You strive to txead on. 

«nrf. Threat'st thou? 

GaS. Kot so much 

As you accuse. You hint the basest injury. 
And I retort it with an open warning. 

Stral. As you have said, 'tis true I owe you sometliiiig. 
For which yon seem disposed to pay yourself. 

Gab. Not with your gold, 

Stral. With bootless insolence. 

[Tu Ail Auettdanti aitd liiunraiK 
Tou need not further to molest tliis man, 
But let him go his way. Ulric, good morrow I 

Gab. [fUloKini/). I'll after him ami ■ 
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Ulr. {atoj^ing him). Not a s-tep. 

Gal. WLo shall 

Oppose me? 

Vlr. Tour own reasoD, with a moment's 

Thought. 

Gab. Must I bear this? 

Ulr. Pslinw ! we all muat bear 

The arrogance of something higher than 
Ourselves — the highest cannot temper Satan, 
Xor the lowest his vicegerents upon earth. 
I've' seen jou brave the elements, and bear 
Things which had made this silkworm caat his skin — 
And shrink you from n few sharp sneers and words ? 

Gab. Must I bear to be deem'd a thief? If 'twere 
A bandit of the woods, I could have borne it — 
There's somethmg daring in it : — but to steal 
The moneys of a slumbering mati ! — 

Ulr. It seems, then. 

You are not guilty. 

G<j4. Do I hear aright ? 

Yim too! 

Ulr. I merely ast'd a simple question. 

Gab. If the judge ask'd me, I would answer " No" — 
To JOU I answer Ihut. 

[Htdram. 

Ulr. {dravnag). With aU my heart ! 

/w. Without there 1 Hoi help I help!— Oh, God! here's 
murder ! 

[£nf JosEPSisN, fhrifkiiig. 



Jot. Oh! glorious heaven ! He's safe! 

Stral. [to Joskpuine). WAo'5 safe ! 

Jot. My 

Ulr. [Mterrupling her with a stern look, and turning aflerwarrla 
to Straleniieim). Both ( 

Here's no great harm done. 

Stral. What hath caused all this ? 

Ulr. You, baron, I believe ; but as the eifect 



Is harmless, let it not disturb you. — Gaboil 
There is jour sword ; and when jou bare it neit. 
Let it not be against youi Jrienili. 



«.«j » 



Gall. I thank yon 

Leas for my bfe. than for yonr counsel. 

Siral. ThcM 

Srawls must end here. 

Gab. {taking his tKoril). Thej thall. You've wrong'd me, Ulrif, 
More with your unkind thoughts than sword : I wonld 
The last were in my bosom rather than 
The first in jours. I could have borne yon coble's 
Absurd insin nations — ignorance 
And dull suspicion ore a part of his 
Entail will last him longer than his lands. — 
But I may fit Mm yet : — you have vanquish'd roe. 
I was the fool of passion to conceive 
Tliat I could cope with you, whom I had seen 
Already proved by greater perils than 
Rest in this arm. We may meet by and by, 
However — but in friendship. 

jSfoW. I will brook 

No more I lliis outrage following up liis insults, 
Perhaps bis guilt, has canccU'd all the little 
I owed him heretofore for the so-vaunted 
Aid which he added to your abler succour. 
Ulric, you are not hurt P — 

Ulr. Not even by a scratch. 

Stral. (to Idenstbin). Inlendant I take yoLf measures to secure 
Yon fellow : I revoke mv former lenity. 
He shall be sent to Frankfort with an escort. 
The instant that the waters have abated. 

liUn. Secure him t He hath got bis sword again — 
And seems to know the use on't; 'tis his tnd^ 
Bdikc; — I'm a civilian. 

Slral. Fool 1 are not 

Yon score of vassals do^ng nl your heels 
Enough to seize a dozen such ? Hence I after him t 
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JJlr. BaroHj I do beseech you ! 

Slrat. I mast be 

Obe/d. No words 1 

Idea. Well, if it must be bo — 

March, vassals ! I'm jour leader, aud will bring 
The rear up : a wise general never should 
Expose his precious life — on which al! rests. 
I like that article of war, 

[£ciV InuaTUir and All*ii(lanti. 

Siral. Come hither, 

Ulric ; what does that woman here ? Oh ! now 
1 recognise her, 'tis the stranger's wife 
Whom tbej name " Werner." 

t/tr. 'Tis his name. 

SiraL Indeed I 

la not your husband visible, fair dame ? — 

Jos. Who seeks him ? 

Stral. No one — for the present : but 

I fain would parley, Ulric, with yourself 
Alone. 

Kr. I will retire with you. 

Jos. Not so : 

YoQ are the latest stranger, and command 
All places here. 

[Ande to Ulkio, as she goes out-.) Ulric! have a eare — 
Bemember what depends on a rash word I 

Ulr. {to Josephine). Fear not! — 



Stral, Ulric, I think that I may trust you ; 
Tou saved my life — and acts like these beget 
Unbounded confidence. 

Ulr. Say on. 

Stral. ilysterious 

And long-engender'd circumstances (not 
To be now fully enter'd on) have made 
This man obnoxious — perhaps fatal to me. 

Ulr. Who? Gabor, the Hungarian P 

Stral. No— 

With the false name and habit. 



IJlr. How can this be P 

He is the poorest of the poor — and yeUow 
Sickness sits cavern'd in his hollow eye : 
The man is helpless. 

Stral. He is — 'tis no matter ; — 

But if he be the man I deem (and that 
He is so, all around us here — and much 
'I'liat is not here — confirm my apprehension) 
He must be made secure ere twelve hours further. 

Uk. And what have I to do with this p 

Stral. I have sent 

To rrankfort, to the governor, my friend, 
{I liave the authority to do so by 
An order of the house of Brandenburgh), 
For a fit escort — but this cursed flood 
Bars all access, and may do for some hours. 

UIt. It is abating. 

Stnd. That is veil. 

UCt. But how 

Am I oonccni'd ? 

Stral. As one who did so much 

For me, you cannot be indifl'erent to 
That which is of more imiwrt lo me than 
The life you rescued. — Keep your eye on him ! 
The man avoids me, knows that I now know bira. — 
Wateh him ! — as you would watch the wild boar when 
He makes against you in the hunter's gap — 
Like him be must be spear'd. 

Ulr. Wliy so ? 

SlrtU. He stands 

Between me and a brave inheritance I 
Uh ! oonld you see it 1 But you shall. 

Ulr, I hope so. 

Slrtd. It is the richest of the rich Bohemia, 
Unscathed by scorching war. It lies so ne.Ar 
The strangest city, Prague, that fire and sword 
Have skimm'd it lightly : so that now, besides 
Its onti exuberance, it bears double value 
Confronted with whole realms far and near 
Hade deserts. 
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Ulr, Tou describe it fnitlifuUv. 

Siral. Ay — could you see it, you would say so — but. 
As I have said, you shall. 

Ufr. I accept the omen. 

Slral. Theu claim a recompense from it and me, 
Such as 6o(A may mnke worthy your acceptance 
And services to me and mine for ever. 

Ulr. And this sole, sick, and miserable wretch — 
This way-worn stranger — stands between you and 
This Paradise? — (As Adam did between 
The devil and his) — IJsidri]. 

Slral. He doth. 

Ulr. Hath lie no right? 

Stral. Bight I none. A disinherited prodigal. 
Who for these twenty years disgraced his lineage 
In all his acts — hut chiefly by his marriage. 
And iiring amidst commerce-fetching burghers. 
And dabbling merclianta, in a mart of Jews. 

Ulr. He has a wife, then? 

Slral. You'd be sorry to 

Coll such your mother. You have seen the woman 
He ealli his wife. 

Ulr. Is she not so ? 

Slral. No more 

Than he's your father : — an Italian girl. 
The daughter of a banish'd man, who lives 
On love aud poverlj with this same Werner, 

Ulr. They are childless, then ? 

Slral. There is or was a bustard, 

Whom the old man — the grandsire (as old age 
Is ever doting) took to warm liis bosom, 
As it went chilly downward to the grave ; 
But the imp stands not in my path — he has fled. 
No one knows whitber; and if he had not, 
His claims alone were too contemptible 
To stand. — Why do you smile? 

Ulr. At your vain fears : 

A poor man almost in his grasp— a cliild 
Of doubtful birth — can startle a grandee ! 

Slral. All's to be fear'd, where all is to be gain'd. 
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Ulr. Trae; and ai^ht done to save or to obtain it. 

Stral. You have liarp'd the very string next to my heart. 
I may depend upon you P 

Ulr. Twere too late 

To doubt it. 

Stral. Let no foolish pity shake 

Tour bosom (for the appearance of the man 
la pitiful) — he is a wretch, as likely 
To have robb'd me as the fellow more suspected, 
Except that circumstance is less against Lim ; 
He being lodged far off, and in a chamber 
Without approach to mine ; and, to say truth, 
I think too well of hlood allied to mine. 
To deem he would descend to such an act : 
Besides, be was a soldier, and a brave one 
Once — though too rash. 

Ulr. And they, my lord, we knov 

Hy our experience, never plunder till 
Tliey ktiock the brains out first— which makes them heirs, 
Not thieves. The dead, who feel nought, can lose nothing, 
Nor e'er be robb'd : their spoils are a bequest — 
No more. 

Stral. Go to ! you are a wag. Bui s:iy 
I may lie sure you'll keep an eye on this man, 
And let me know his slightest movement towards 
Concealment or escape ? 

Ulr. You may be sure 

You yourself could not watch him more than I 
Will be his sentinel. 

Stral. By this you make me 

lours, and for ever. 

Vie. Such is my intention. 



Sownt L—I BaU in Ok tant Palace, f,-;M icSfsce tkt itertt Panose Itttdi. 
Enler Vittaitu and OiBOB. 

6a6. Sir, I have told my tale : if it so please jou 
To give me refuge for a few hours, vrell — 
If not, I'll try my fortuue cisewliere. 

W^. How 

Can I, BO wretched, give to Misery 
A shelter? — wanting such myself ;is much 
As e'er the hunted deer a covert 

Ga6. Or 

Tiie wounded lion hia cool cave. Methinks 
Ydu rather look like one would turn at bay, 
Ai d rip the hunter's entrails. 

Wer. Ah t 

Oai. I care not 

If it be so, being much disposed to do 
The samp myself. But will you shelter me? 
I am oppress'd like you — iind poor like you — 
Disgract^ • 

ff'iT, [iebrttj>ilg). Wiio told you that I was disgraced ? 

Gab. No one ; nor did I say ;/oa were so : with 
Tour poverty my likeness ended ; but 
I said / was so— and would add, with truth. 
As undeservedly as you. 

Wer. Agjiiii I 

A«7/ 

Gab. Or any other honest man. 
What the devil would you have? You don't believe me 
Goil^ of this base theft ? 

Wer. No, no — I cannot. 
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Gab. wily that's my heart of honour ( yon young gallant— 
Your miserly intendant and dense noble — 
All — all suspected me j and why ? because 
I am the worst clothed, and least named amongst them ; 
Although, were Momus' lattice in jour breasts. 
My soul might broot to open it more widely 
Than theirs : but thua it is — you poor aud helplesB— 
Both still more than myself. 

Wer. How knew you thatP 

Gah, You're right ; I asV for shelter at the hand 
Which I call helpless ; if you now deny it, 
T were well paid. But you, who seem to have proved 
The wholesome bitterness of life, know well. 
By sympathy that all the outspread gold. 
Of the New World the Spaniard boasts about 
Could never tempi tlie man who knows its worth 
Weigh'd at its proper value in the balance. 
Save in such guise (and there 1 grant its power, 
Becaase I feel it,) as may leave no nightmare 
Upon hia heart o' nights. 

Wer. What do you mean ? 

6d). Just what I say ; I thought my speech was [Jain ; 
You are no thief — nor 1 — and, as true men, 
Should lud each other. 

Wer. It is a damn'd world, sir. 

G<^. So is the nearest of the two next, as 
The priests say (and no doubt they should know best), 
llierefore I'll stick by this — as being loth 
To suffer martyrdom, at least with such 
An epitaph as larceny upon my tomb. 
It is but a night's lodging which 1 crave; 
To-morrow I will try the waters, as 
The (love (lid, trusting that they have abated. 

fk'er. Abated ? Is there hope of that ? 

Gab. There 

At noontide. 



ffer. Then v 

Gab. 
In peril? 

H'er. Poverty is e 



: may lie safe. 
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Gai). That I know bj long practice. Will jou not 
Promise to make tnine less ? 

Wer. Your poverty ? 

Gah. No — you don't look a leech for tliat disonler ; 
I meant my peril only : you've a roof, 
And I have none ; I merely seek a covert. 

Wer. Eightly ; for how should such u wretch as I 
Have gold i* 

Gad. Scarce honestly, to say the truth on't, 

Although I almost wish you had the baron's. 

Wer. Dare you insinuate ? 

Gab. What ? 

Wer. Are you aware 

To whom you speak ? 

Gab. No ; and I am not used 

Greatly to care. {A noite heard withoul.) But hark! they ct'me 

Wer. Who come? 

Gab. The intendaut and his man hounds after ine : 
I'd fac« them — but it were in vain to expect 
Justice at hands like theirs. Where shall 1 go ? 
But show me any place. I do assure you. 
If there be faith in man, I am most guiltless : 
Think if it were your own case ! 

Wer. {asidi). Oh, just God I 

Thy liell is not hereafter I Am I dust still ? 

Gal. I see yon're moved ; and it shows well in you : 
I may live to requite it. 

Wer. Are you not 

A spy of Stralenheim'a p 

Gab. Not I ! and if 

1 were, whs! is there to espy in you ? 
Although, ] recollect, his frequent question 
About you and your spouse might lead to some 
Suspicion ; but you best know — what — and why. 
I am his deadhest foe. 

Wer. Ttm f 

Gab. After such 

A treatment for the service which in part 
1 render'd him, I am his enemy : 
If you arc not his friend you will assist me. 
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fFer. I wUI. 

Ga6. But how ? 

IFer. {tkotoiny tiepanel). There is a secret spring: 
Remember, I discover'd it by cliance. 
And used it but for safety. 

Gai. Open it. 

And I will use it for the same. 

¥er. I found it. 

Ah I have said : it leads through winding walls, 
(So thick as to bear paths within their ribs. 
Yet lose no jot of strength or stateliiiess,} 
And hollow ceils, and obseure niches, to 
I know noi whither ; von must not advance : 
Give me jour word. 

Gai. It is unucce^sary : 

How should I make my way in darkness tlirough 
A Gothic labyrinth of unknown windings ? 

Wer. Yes, but who knows to wliat place it may lead P 
/ know not — (mark you !) — but who knows it might not 
Ivcad even into the chamber of your foe ? 
So strangely were contrived these galleries 
By our Teutonic fathers in old days, 
When man built lera against the elements 
Tlian his next neighbour. You must not advance 
Beyond the two first windings ; if you do 
(Albeit I never pass'd them,) I'll not auswei 
For what you may be led to. 

Gai. But I will. 

A thousand thanks I 

ffV. You'll Riid the spring more obvious 

On the other side j and, when yon would return. 
It yields to the least touch. 

Gab. rU in— farewell I 

[Otsun got, iit by rhi , 

Wer. [toliu). What have I done? Alaa ! what had 
Before to nuike this fearful P Let it be 
Still some atonement that I save the man. 
Whose sacrifice had saved perhaps my own — 
They come ! lo seek elsewhere what is before them I 
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A villain. 
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Enter iDinHTBiir and Olhen. 

IJfti. Is he not herep Re must have vanish'd then 
Throagh the dim Gothic glass hj pious aiil 
Of pictured aainta upon the red and yellow 
Casements, through which the sunset streams like sunrise 
Od loDg pearl-colour' d beards and criinsoo crosses. 
And gilded crosiers, and cross'd arms, and cowls, 
And helms, and twisted armour, and long swords. 
All the fantastic furniture of windows 
Him with brave knights and holy hermits, whose 
Likeness and fame alike rest in some panes 
or crystal, which each rattling wind proclaims 
Ad frail as an^ other life or glory, 
lie's gone, however. 

ffV. Whom do you seek ? 

Tden. 

Wer. Why need you come so far, then ? 

Of him who robb'd the baron. 

IFer. Are you sure 

Von have divined the man ? 

Iden. As sure as jou 

Stand there : but where's he gone ? 

ITer. Who ? 

Iden, He we sought. 

Tcr, You see he is not here. 

Id^n. And yet we traced him 

I'p to this haU. Are you accomphcesp 
. Ur deal you in the black art ? 

I deal plainly, 

__ mj men the blackest. 

Men. It may be 

I have a question or two for jourself 
Hereafter; but we must continue now 
Our search for f other. 

Wer. You bad best begin 

Your inquisition now : I may not be 
So patient always, 

IiUt, I should like to know. 



In gohd sooth, if you reatly are the man 
Tliat Stralenheim's in quest of. 

JFer. Insolent I 

Said you not that he was not here ? 

IdeTi. Yo8, o.f; 

But there's another whom he tracks more kuciily. 
And soon, it may be, with authority 
Both paramount to bis and mine. But, come I 
Bustle, my boys 1 we are at fault. 

[Eiii iDuamii and iatmdaiti. 

Wer. In what 

A maze hath my dim destiny involved me t 
And one base sin hath done me less ill than 
The leaving undone one far greater. Down, 
Ttou busy devil, rising in my heart ! 
ITiou art too late ! I'll nought to do with blood. 

BMer Uuttft 

Ulr. I sought you, father. 

Wer. Is't not dangerous P 

Ulr. No ; Stralenheim is ignorant of all 
Or any of the ties between us : more — 
He sends me here a spy upon your actions. 
Deeming me wholly his. 

Wer, I cannot think it : 

'Tia but a snare he winds about us both. 
To swoop the sire and son at once. 

Ulr. I cannot 

Pause in each petty fear, and stumble at 
The doubts that rise like briers in our path, 
But must break tluongh them, as an unarm'd carle 
Would, though with naked limbs, were the wolf rustling 
In the same thicket where he liew'd foi bread. 
Nets are for thrushes, eagles are not caught so : 
We'll overfly or rend them. 

Wer. Show me how? 

Ulr. Can you not gucs P 

Wer. I cannot. 

Vlr. That is strange. 

Came the thought ne'er into your mind lait night? 
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Wer. I understand jou not. 

JJlr. Then we shall never 

More understand each other. But to change 
The topic 

Wer. You mean ia pursue it, as 

1^ of our safety. 

Ulr. Eiglit ; I stand corrected. 

I see the subject now more clearly, and 
Out general situation in its bearings. 
The waters are abating ; a few liours 
"Will bring his summon'd mj-rinidons from Frankfort, 
When joa will be a prisoner, perhaps worse. 
And I an outcast, bastardised by practice 
Of this same baron to make way for him. 

Wer. And now your remedy I I thought to e5ta]ie 
By means of this accursed gold ; but now 
I dare not use it, show it, scarce look on it. 
Kethiuks it wears upon its face my guilt 
For motto, not the mintage of the state ; 
And, for the sovereign's head, my own be^rt 
With hissing snakes, which curl around my temples, 
And cry to all beholders, Lo 1 a villain I 

Ulr. You must not use it, at least now j but take 
This ring. 

Wer. A gem I It was my father's ! 

Ulr. And 

As such is now your own. With this you must 
Bribe the intendant for his old caleche 
And horses to pursue your route at sunrise. 
Together with my mother. 

Ver, And leave you. 

So lately found, in peril too ? 

i'lr. Fear nothing I 

The only fear were if we fled together. 
For that would make our ties beyond all doubt. 
The waters only be in flood between 
'Ellis burgh and Frankfort ; so fat's in our favour. 
The ronle on to Bohemia, though encumber'd. 
Is not impassable j and when you gain 
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A few hours' start, the difBculties will be 
The same to your pursuers. Once beyond 
The frontier, and you're safe. 

Wet. My noble boy ! 

Ulr. Hush ! hush ! no transports : we'll indulge in them 
In Castle Stegeudorf ! Display no gold ! 
Show Idenstcin the gem (I know the man. 
And have took'd through him) : it will answer tluis 
A double purpose. Stralcnheim tost gold — 
No jewel : therefore it could not be his ; 
And then the man who was possest of this 
Can hardly be suspectad of abstracting 
TKe baron's coin, when he could thus convert 
This ring t-o more than Stralenheira lias lost 
By his last night's slumber. Be not over timid 
In your address, nor yet too arrogant. 
And Idenatein will serve you. 

r«-. I will follow 

In all tilings your direction. 

Ulr. I would have 

Spared you the trouble ; but had 1 appear'd 
To take an interest in you, and still more 
By dabbling with a jewel in jonr favour, 
All had been known at once. 

W-fr. My guardian angel ! 

This overpays the past. But how wilt thou 
Fare in our absence P 

Ulr. Stralcnheim knows notluog 

Of me as aught of kindred with yourself. 
I will but wait a day or two with him 
To lull all doubts, and then rejoin my father. 

Wer. To part no more I 

I'lr. I know not that; but ftt 

The least we'll meet again once more. 

Wer. My boy I 

My friend 1 my only child, and sole preserver I 
Oh, do not hate me I 

Ulr. Hate my father I 

Wer. Ay, 

Mjr fotlier hated me. Why not my son P 



Ulr. Your father knew you not as I do. 

Wer. Scorpions 

Are in thy words I Thou know me ? in this guise 
TlioQ canst not know me, I am not myself; 
"icV (hule me not) I will be soon. 

Vlr. I'W wait! 

In the mean time be sure that all u son 
Con do for parents slinll be done for mine. 

Wer. I see it, and I feel it ; jet I feel 
Further — that you despise me. 

Ulr. Wherefore should I P 

Wer. Must I repeat my humiliation ? 

Ulr. No ! 

I have fathoin'd it and you. But let U3 talk 
Of this no more. Or if it must be ever, 
Not WMD. Your error has redoubled all 
TTie present difficulties of our house. 
At secret war with timt of Stntlenheim : 
All we have now to think of is to bafQe 
HiK, I have shown one way. 

Wer, The only one. 

And 1 embrace it, as I did my son, 
Who show'd MnuelfandL father's tafely in 
One day. 

Uk. You »kall be safe ; let that suffice. 
Would Stralenheim's appearance in Bohemia 
Disturb your right, or mine, if once we were 
Admitted to our lands P 

Wer. Assuredly, 

Situate as we are now, although the first 
Possessor might, as usual, prove the strongest, 
Especially the next iu blood. 

Ulr. Blood! 'tis 

k word of many meanings ; in the veins, 
And out of them, it is a different tiling — 
And BO it should be, when the same in blood 
(As it is cali'd] are alieus to e^ch other. 
Like Tbeban brethren : when a part is bad, 
A few spilt ounces purify the rest. 

Wer. I do not n|)prehend you. 



Ulr. That may be— 

And sliould, perhaps — antl yet — but get ye ready ; 
You and my mother must away to-iiight. 
Here comes (he intendant : sound him with the gem; 
'Twill sink into Iiis venal soul like lead 
Into the deep, and bring up slime and mud. 
And ooze too, from the bottom, as the lead doth 
With its greased understratum ; but no less 
Will sen-e to warn our vessels through these sitoftls. 
The freight is rich, so heave the line in time t 
Farewell ! I scarce have time, but yet your Aand, 
My father I 

Wer. Let me embrace thee ! 

l/lr. We may be 

Observed t subdue your nature to the hour ! 
Keep off from me as from your foe ! 

H'er. Accursed 

lie he who is the stifling cause which smothers 
Tlie best and sweetest feeling of our hearts ; 
At such au hour too I 

Ulr. Yes, curse — it will ease yon I 

Here is the intendant. 



Master Idenstein, 
How fare you in your purpose P Have you caught 
The rogue ? 

Iitfit. No, faith ! 

Uh. Well, there are plenty more: 

You may have better luck another cliase. 
Where is the barou ? 

Jden. Gone back to his chamber : 

And now I think on't, asking after you 
With nobly- bom impatience. 

Vlr. Your great men 

Must be answer'd on the instant, as the bound 
Of the stung steed rcphes unto the spur ; 
'lis well they have horses, too ; for if they had not, 
I fear that men must draw their chanotji, os 
They siiy kings did Sesostris. 
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Iiieti. Who was he? 

Vk. An old Bohemian — an imperial gipsy. 

Iden. A gipsy or Bohemian, 'tia the same. 

For they pass by both names. And was he oiie ? 

IJk. I've heard so ; but I must take leave. Iiiteiidant, 
Your servant! — Werner {to Weksbr ilighlltD,\{ thut be your 

name. 
Yours. 

\Eai Dluo. 

Ide%. A well'SpokeD, pretty-faced young man I 
And prettily behaved! He knows his station. 
You see, sir: how he gave to each his due 
Precedence ! 

Wer. I perceived it, and applaud 

Hia jnst discemmeut and your own. 

Idffh. Tliat's well— 

That* s very well. You also know your place, too ; 
And yet I don't know that I know your place. 

Wer. [tiovnaff tie ring). Would thia assist your knowledge? 

Iden. How!— What!— Eh t 

A jewel I 

Wer. "Pis your own on one condition. 

Iden. Mine ! — Name it I 

Wer. That hereafter you permit me 

At thrice its value to redeem it : 'tis 
A famOy ring. 

Ide*. A family ! — ^oura ! — a gem 1 

I'm breathless ! 

Wer. You must also furnish me, 

An hour ere daybreak, with all means to quit 
This place. 

Iden. But is it real ? Let me look on it : 

Diamond, by all that's glorious ! 

Wer. Come, I'll trust yon ! 

You have guess'd, no doubt, that I was born above 
My present seeming. 

Idea. I can't say I did. 

Though this looks like it : this is the true breeding 
Of gentle blood 1 

Wer. I hove important reasons 



For wishing to continue privily 
My journey Leiice. 

Idea. So then you are the man 

Whom Stralenlieim'fl in quest of P 

Her. I am not ; 

But being taken for liirn might conduct 
So much embarrassment to me just now. 
And to the baron's self hereafter — 'tia 
To spare both that I would avoid all bufitle. 

Jden. Be you tlie man or no, 'tis not mj busincsi; 
Besides, I never could obtain the hnlf 
From tliia proud, niggardly uohle, who would raise 
The country for some missing bits of coin. 
And never offer a precise reward — 
But thii ! — another look ! 

Wer. Gaze on it freely ; 

At day-dawn it ia yours. 

Iden. Oh, thou sweet sparkler I 

Thou more tlian stone of the philosopher I 
Thou touch-stone of Pliilosopby herself! 
Thou bright eye of the Mine ! thou loadstar of 
The soul ! the true magnetic Pole to which 
All hearts point duly north, like tremhhng needlo I 
Thou flaming Spirit of the Earth ! which, silting 
High on the monarcli's diadem, attractcst 
More woreliip than the majesty who sweats 
Beneath the crown which makes his head ache, like 
Millions of hearts which bleed to lend it lustre I 
Shalt thou be mine P I am, mcthinks, already 
A little king, a lucky alchymist ! — 
A wise magician, who has bound tlie devil 
Without the forfeit of liis soul. But come, 
Werner, or what else ? 

Wer. Call me Werner still j 

You may yet know me by a loftier title. 

Iden. I do believe in thee ! thou art the spirit 
Of whom 1 long have dream'd in a low garb, — 
But come, I'll serve thee ; thou slialt be as ^ee 
A» air, despite the waters ; let us hence ; 
I'll show Ihd- 1 am honest— (oh, thou jewel 1) 
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Thon shall be furtiisli'd, Wuriier, with such means 

Of flight, that if thou wert a snail, uol birds 

Should overtake thee. — Let me gaze again I 

I have a foster-brother in tlie mart 

Of Hamburgh skill'd in precious stones. How mniiy 

Carats may it weigh? — Come, Werner, I wOl wing thee. 



BruLiimEiH'a CAomitr. 



Fritz. All's ready, my good lord I 

Slral. I am not sleejiy. 

And yet I must to bed ; I fain would say 
To rest, but something heavy on my spirit. 
Too doll for wakefulness, too quick for slomber. 
Sits on me as a cloud along the sky, 
Which will not let the sunbeams through, nor yet 
Descend in rain and end, but spreads itself 
'Twist earth and heaven, like envy between man 
And man, an everlasting mist : — 1 will 
Unto my pillow. 

Fritz. May you rest tliere well I 

Stral. I feel, and fear,' I shall. 

Fritz. And wherefore fear ? 

Slral, I know not why, and therefore do fear more. 

Because an undescribable hut 'tis 

All folly. Were the locks as I desired 

Changed, to-day, of this chamber ? for last night's 

Adventure makes it needful. 

Frilz. Certainly, 

According to your order, and beneath 
Tlie inspection of myself and the voung Saxon 
Who saved your life. I think they call him " Ulric." 

Strai, You think! you supercilious sla\i' ! « hat right 
Have you to lax your nitmory, which should he 
Quick, proud, and happy to retain the name 
Uf liim « lio saved your mailer, us a litany 
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Whose daily repetition marks your duty. — 

Gret hence; "You think," indeed 1 jou, who siood still 

Howling aud drippling on the bank, whilst I 

Lay dying, and the stranger dash'd aside 

The roaring torrent, and restored me to 

Ttuiuk hint — and despise you, " You think I " and scarce 

Cau recollect his name ! I will not waste 

More words ou you. Call me betimes, 

Fritz. Good night ! 

I trust to-morrow will restore your lordship 
To renovated strength and temper. 

[7^ itfnt ciota. 



T\e uenl Fattage, 

Oafi. (io/w). Four — 

Five — sii hours have I counted, like the guard 
Of outijosta on the never-merry clock : 
Tliat hollow tongue of time, which, even when 
It Hounds for joy, takes something from enjoyment 
With every clang. 'Tis a perpetual knell. 
Though for a marriage-feast it rings : each stroke 
Peals for a hope the less ; the fmiernl note 
Of Love deep-buried without resurrection 
In the grave of Possession ; wliile the knoll 
Of long-lived parents finds a jovial echo 
To triple Time in the son's ear. 

I'm cold — 
I'm dark j^I've blown my fingers — number'd o'er 
And o'er my steps — and knock'd my head against 
8ome fifty buttresses — and roused the rats 
And bats in general insurrection, till 
Their cursed pattering feet and whirling wings 
Leave me scarce hearing for another sound. 
A light ! It is at distance (if I can 
Measure in darkness distance): but it hiiiiks 
As through a crevice or a key-hole, in 
The inhibited direction : I must on. 
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Nevertheless, from curiositj. 

A distant Unip-light is an iacideut 

lu such a deii as this. Fray Heaven it lead me 

To nothing that may tempt me ! Else — Heaven aiil me 

To obtain or to escape it ! Shining still I 

Were it the star of Lucifer himself. 

Or he himself girt with its beams, I could 

Contain no longer. Softly : mighty well ! 

That comer's turnM — so — ah ! no; — right I it draws 

Nearer. Here is a darksome angle — so, 

Thaf s weather" d. — Let me pause, — Suppose it lends 

Into some greater danger than that which 

I have escaped — no matter, 'tis a new one ; 

And novel perils, like fresh mistresses. 

Wear more magnetic aspects : — I will on. 

And be it where it may — I have my dagger 

Which may protect me at a pinch. — Burn still. 

Thou little light ! Thou art my iguiafatiiut I 

My stationary Will-o'-the-wisp I — So I so ! 

He hears my invocation, and fails not. 

\Tlaitc 
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Wer. I could not sleep — and now the hour's at hand j 
All's ready. Idenatein lias kept bis word ; 
And station'd in the outskirts of the town, 
Upon the forest's edge, the vehicle 
Awaits ua. Now the dwindling atars begin 
To pale in heaven ; and for the last time I 
Look on these horrible walls. Oh ! never, never 
Shall I forget them. Here I came most poor. 
But not dishonour'd : and I leave them with 
A stain,^ — ^if not upon my name, yet in 
My heart ! — a never-dying canker-worm, 
Which all the coming splendour of the lands. 
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Aod rights, and sovereignty of Sii'geiidorf 
Can scarcely lull a momeut. I must find 
Some means of restitution, which would ease 
My soul in part : but how without discovery ? — 
It must be done, however; and I'll pause 
Upon the method the first hour of safety. 
The madness of my misery led to this 
Base infamy ; repentance must retrieve it : 
I will have nought of Straleubeim's upon 
My spirit, though lie would grasp all of mine ; 
Lands, freedom, life, — and yet be sleeps as soundly 
Perhaps, as infancy, with goi^eous curtains 
Spread for liis eanopy, o'er silken pillows. 

Such as when Hark ! what noise is that? Again I 

The brunches shake ; and some loose stones have fallen 
from yonder terrace. 

[Dlbio Uapi elown from (iU trrratt. 

Ulric I ever welcome I 
Thrice welcome now 1 this filial 

Ulr. Stopl before 

We approach, tell me 

Wer. Why look you so ? 

Uk. Do I 

Behold my father, or 

r«-. What? 

Ulr, An assassin ? 

fTer. Insane or iiisoSeut I 

Ulr. Bcply, sir, as 

You prize your life, or mine ! 

Wer. To what must I 

Answer ? 

Ulr. Are you or are you not the assassin 
OrStralenheim? 

JFer. I never was as yet 

The murderer of any man. What mean jou ? 

U/r. Did not you Hit night (as the night before) 
Itettace the secret passage ? Did you not 

Jffain revisit Stralenlieim's chamber? and 

[ULaio, 

H'er. Proceed. 



Vh: Lied he not by your iMUti ? 

Wer. Great God ! 

Utr. You are ianocentj then ! my fntlier's innocent ! 
Embrace me ! Yes, — your tone — your look — yes, yes, — 
Yet iay so. 

War. K I e'er, in heart or mind, 

Conceived deliberately such a thouglit. 
But ratlier strove to trample back to hell 
Such thonghta — if e'er they glared a moment through 
The irritation of my oppressed spirit — 
May ticaven be shut for ever from my hopes. 
As from mine eyes ! 

Vlr. But Stralenheim is dead. 

Wer. 'Tis horrible ! 'tia hideous, as 'tis hateful 1 — 
Bat what have I to do with tliis ? 

Ulr. No boh 

Is forced ; no violence can be detected. 
Save on his body. Part of his own household 
Have been alarm'd ; hut as the intcndant is 
Absent, I took upon myself the care 
Of mus'tering the police. His chamber has. 
Past doubt, been enter'd secretly. Excuse me, 
If nature 

Wer. Oh, my boy ! what unknown woes 

Of dark fatality, like clouds, are gathering 
Above our house ! 

Ulr. My father I I acquit you I 

But will the world do so ? will eveu the judge. 
If bat you must away this instant. 

Wer. No ! 

I'll face it. Who shall dare suspect meP 

Ulr. Yet 

You had no guests — no visiters — no life 
Breathing around you, save my mother's ? 

Wer. Ah r 

The Hungarian? 

Ulr. He is gone ! lie disappear'd 

Ere sunset. 

Wer. No; I hid him in that verv 

Conceal'd and fatal gallery. 
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CTr. Th^e I'll find him. 

ff>r. It is too late : he hail left the palace ere 
I quitted it, I found the secret panel 
Open, and the doors which lead from that hall 
'Which masks it ; I but thought he had siiatch'd the ailcut 
And favourahle moment to escape 
The myrmidons of Idenatetn, who were 
Dogging him j^ester-even. 

Vlr. You recloeed 

The panel? 

Wer. Yee ; and not without reproach 

{And inner trembling for the avoided peril) 
At his dull heedle^istiess, in leaving thus 
His shelterer's asj'lum to the risk 
Of a discovery. 

Ulr. You are sure you closed itP 

Wer. Certain. 

Ulr. That's well j but had been better, i 
You ne'er had tum'd it to a den for 

Wer. Thieves ! 

Thou wouIdEt say : 1 must bear it, and deserve it ; 
But not 

Ulr. No, father ; do not speak of this ' 
This is no hour to think of petty crimes, 
But to prevent the consequence of great ones. 
Why would you shelter tliis man ? 

Wer. Could I shun it ? 

A man pursued by my chief foe; disgraced 
For my own crime : a victim to mg safety. 
Imploring a few hours' concealment from 
The very wretch who was the cause he needed 
Such refuge. Had he been a wolf, I could not 
Have in such circumstances thrust him forth. 

Vlr. And like tlie wolf he hath repaid you. But 
It is too late to ponder thus : — you must 
Set out ere dawn. I will remuiii here to 
Trace the murderer, if 'Lis possible. 

Wer. But this my sudden lli((ht will give the Moloch 



Suspicion : two new victims in the lieu 
Of one, if I remain. The fled Hungarian, 
Wlio seems the culprit, and 

Uir. Who seems ? Who else 

Can be so P 

Wer. Not /, though just now you doubted — 
Yon, my ton I — doubted 

Vlr. And do you doubt of him 

T!ie fugitive ? 

fFer. Boy ! since I fell into 

The nbyss of crime (though not oTnch crime), I, 
Hnving seen the innocent oppress'd for me. 
May doubt even of the guilty's guilt. Your heart 
Is free, and quick with virtuous wrath to accuse 
Appearances ; and views a criminal 
In Innocence's shadow, it may be. 
Because 'tis dusky. 

Ulr. And if I do so, 
Wtiat will mankind, who know you not, or knew 
But to oppress ? You must not stand the hazard. 
Away I — I'll make all easy. Ideiistein 
Will for his own sake and liis jewel's hold 
His peace — he also is a partner in 
Yoor flight — moreover 

Wer. Fly ! and leave my name 

Iiiiik'd with the Hungarian's, or preferr'd as poorest, 
To bear the brand of bloodshed ? 

Vir. Pshaw! le;ive any thing 

Except our fathers' sovereignty and castles, 
J'or which you have so long panted, and in vain ! 
What name ? You have no name, since that you bear 
Is feign'd. 

Wtr. Most true : but still I would not have it 
Kngraved in crimson in men's memories, 

Though in this most obscure aliode of men 

Besides, the search 

Ulr. I will provide against 

Aught that can touch you. No iiiie knows you here 
As heir of Siegendorf : if Idenstein 
Suspects, 'tis htii t^iHjneim,, and he is 
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A fool : Ill's folly sIihU hnve sucb eniploymenl, 

Too, that the unknown Werner shall give way 

To nearer tlioughts of self. TLe laws (if e'er 

Ijaws reacli'd this village) are all ia abeyance 

With the late general war of thirty years. 

Or ctush'd, or rising slowly from the dust. 

To which the march of armies trampled them, 

Stralenheim, although noble, is unheeded 

Here, save aa »uch — without lands, influence. 

Save what hath periah'd with him. Few prolong 

A week beyond their funeral rites their sway 

O'er meu, unless by relatives, whose interest 

Is roused : such is not here the case ; he died 

Alone, unknown, — a solitary grave. 

Obscure as his deserts, without a scutcheon, 

Is all he'll have, or wants. If / discover 

The assassin, 'twill be well — if not, believe me. 

None else ; though all the full-fed train of meniala 

May howl above hb ashes (as they did 

Around him in his danger on the Oder), 

Will no more stir a finger bow than thtn. 

Hence ! lieiice I I must not hear your answer. — Look I 

The stars are almost faded, and the grey 

Begins In grizzle the black hair of night. 

You shall not answer ; — Pardon me that I 

Am peremptory ; 'tis your son that speaks. 

Your long-ioat, lat«-found son, — Let's caU my mother I 

Softly and swiftly step, and leave the rest 

To me : I'll answer for the event as far 

As regards you, and that is the chief point. 

As my first duty, which shall be observed. 

We'll meet in Castle Siege iidorf—o nee more 

Our banners shall be glorious ! Think of that 

Alone, and leave all otiier thoughts to me. 

Whose youth may better battle wiih them — Hence] 

And may your age be happy !— I will kisH 

My mother once more, then Heaven's speed be with jon ! 

Wer. This counsel's safe — but is it honournhle? 

Ulr. To save a father is a child's chief honour. 

lA 



Rdm \.—A OMic Sua in the Catdt of Sitgtndotf, aoor Fn 
Enter Buo and Henuck, Haainert o/Ae Coanl. 

Eric. So, better times are come at lost; to tlitse 
Old walls new masters and liigh wassail — both 
A long desideratum. 

Hen. Yes, for mailers, 

It might be uuto those who long for novelty, 
Though made bj a new grave : but as for wassail, 
Methinks the old Count Siegendorf maintain'd 
His feudal hospitality as high 
As e'er another prince of the empire. , -.^ „ ^ 

E^. wh, |(gS| 

For the mere cup and trencher, we no doubt 

Fared passing well; but as for merriment 

And sport, witliout which salt and sauces season 

'file cheer but scantily, our siziugs were J 

Even of the narrowest. I 

Hen, The old count loved not m 

I The roar of revel ; are you sure tliat IkU does ? 

. As yet he hath been courteous as he's bounteous. 
And we all love him. 

Hen. His reign is as yet 

Hardly a year o'erpast its honey-moon. 
And the first year of sovereigns is bridal : 
Anon, we shall perceive his real sway 
And moods of mind. 

Eric, Pray Heaven he keep the present I J 

Then his brave son. Count Ulric — there's a knight ! 



Pity the wars are o'er ! 



Hm. 
Brie. 



Why s. 



wer that yourself. 
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Hen. Hi^'s verj youthful. 

And strong and beautiful na a jourig tiger. 

3rie. That's not a faithful vassal's likeness. 

Em. But 

Perhaps a true one. 

Eric. Pity, as I smd. 

The wars are over : in the hall, who like 
Count Ulric for a well-supported pride. 
Which awes, but yet offends not ? in tlie field, 
Wlio like hiiD with his spear in hnnd, when, gnashing 
His tusks, ripping up from right to left 
The howling hounds, the boar makes for the thicket ? 
Who backs a horse, or bears a hawk, or wears 
A sword like him? Whose plume nods krightlier ? 

Hert. No one's, I grant you. Do nc' fear, if war 
Be long in coming, he is of that kind 
Will make it for himself, if he halh not 
Already done as much. 

Eric. What do yft i mean? 

Hen. You can't deny his train of followers 
(But few our native fellow- vassals bora 
On the domain) are such a sort of knaves 
As— 

[iMw 

Brie. What? 

Hen. The war (you love so much) leaves living. 

Like other parents, she spoils her worst children. 

Ene, Nonsense t they are all brave iroa-visiAged feliuws. 
Such as old I'illy loved. 

Hen. And who loved Tilly ? 
.\sk that at Magdcbourg— or for tliat matter 
Wallenstein either ; — they are gone to 

Erie. Rest ! 

But what beyond 'tis not ours to pronounce. 

Hen. I wish they had left us something of their 
Tlie country {nominally now at peace) 
Is over-nin with— God knows who: they fly 
by night, and disappear with sunrise ; but 
Leave ua no less desolation, nay, even more, 
Tlian the most open warhre. 
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Brie. But Count Ulric— 

What lias all this to do with him p 

Bern. With him I 

He might present it. As you say ht'a foud 

Of war, why miikea lie it not ou thoae marauders P 

Erie. Tou'd better aak himself. 

Hen. I would as soon 

Ask the lion why he laps uot milk. 

£nc. Aud here he comes ! 

Him, The devil I you'll hold your tongue? 

Eric. Why do you turn so pale? 

I/en. "lis nothing— but 

Be silent. 

£ric. I will, upon what you have said. 

ffen. I assure you 1 uieant nothing, — a mere spirt 
Of words, no more ; besides, had it been otlierwise. 
He is to espouse the gentle Baroness 
Ida of i^tralenheim, the lute baron's heiress; 
And she, no doubt, will snfleii whatsoever 
Of fiei(x-ness the late long intestine wars 
Have given all nature?, find most unto those 
Who were born in tliein, and bred up upon 
He kuees of Homicide ; sprinkled, as it nere. 
With blood even at their baptism. Prithee, peace 
Ou all that I have said ! 

Snier D1.UC and Raiioi,?a. 

Good morrow, count. 

Ulr. Good morrow, worthy Henrick. Eric, is 
All ready for the chase F 

Erie. The dogs are order'd 

Down to the forest, and the vassals out 
To beat the bushes, and the day looks jjromising. 
Shall I call forlii your excellency's suite ? 
What courser will you please to mount ? 

Ulr. The dun, 

Walstein. 

£rk: I fear he scarcely has recover'd 
The toils of Monday : 'twas a noble clutse : 
You spear'd four with your own hand. 



JJlr. Trae, good Eric; 

I had forgotten — let it be the grey, then, 
OM Ziska : he has not been oat this fortnight. 

Eric. He shall be straight caparison'ii. How many 
Of your immediate retainers shall 
Escort you P 

Uir. I leave that to Weilhurgh, our 

Master of the horse. 



Rod. 

Ulf. 
Ib awkward from the— 



Bodolph I 



[a 



My lord ! 



How 



[BODOLFR POMU (« 

w, Henrick? why 



Loiter you here ? 

Hen. For your commands, my lord. 

Ulr. Go to my father, and present my duty. 
And learn if he would aught with me before 
1 mount. 

U 
Bodolph, our friends have had a check 
Upon the frontiers of Franconia, and 
'Tis nimour'd that the column sent against them 
Is to be strenglhen'd. I must join them soon. 

Jioii, Best wait for further and mote sure advices. 

Ulr. I mean it — and indeed it could not well 
Have fallen out at a time more opposite 
To all my plans. 

Bod. It vrill be difficult 

To excuse jour absence to the count your father. 

Ulr. Yes, but the unsettled slate of our domain 
In high Silesia will permit and cover 
My journey. In the mean time, when we are 
Eng^ed in the chase, draw off the eiglily men 
Whom Wolffe leads — keep the forests on your route: 
You know it well ? 

IM. As well OS on that nigtit 

When we 

Ulr. We will not speak of th.it until 
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We can repeat the same with like success : 

And when ;ou have joia'd, give Koseiibefg this letter. 

Add farther, that I have sent this slight addition 
To our force with you and Wolffe, as lierald of 
Mj coming, though I could but spare tlieui ill 
At this time, as lay father loves to keep 
Full numbers of retainers round the castle, 
Uutil this marriage, and its feasts and fooleries. 
Are rung out with its peal of nuptial nonsense, 

Jtod. I thought jou loved the lady Ida? 

Vlr. Why, 

I do BO — but it follows not from that 
I would bind in my youth and gloriuus years. 
So brief and burning, with a lady's zone. 
Although 'twere that of Venus : — but I love her, 
As woman should be loved, fairly and solely. 

Sod. And constantly ? 

Ulr. I think so ; for I love 

Nought else. — But I have not the time to pause 
Upon these gewgaws of the heart. Great things 
^V'e have to do ere long. Speed ! speed ! good Rodolph I 

Rid. Ou my return, however, I shall find 
The Baroness Ida lost in Countess Siegendorf ? 

Ulr. Perhaps my father wishes it ; and sooth 
Tis no bad policy : this union with 
The last bud of the rival branch at once 
Unites the future and destroys the past. 

.AW. Adieu. 

Ulr. Yet hold — we had better keep together 

Until the chase begins ; then draw thou off, 
And do as I have ^aid. 

Rod. I will. But to 

Beturn — 'twas a most kind act in the count 
Your father to send up to Konigsberg 
For this fair orphan of the baron, and 
To iiail her as his daughter. 

Ulr. Wondrooa kind ! 

Kspecially as httlc kindness till 
'Rien grew between them. 
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Rod. The late barou diet! 

Of a fever, did he not ? 

Ulr. How abould I know P 

Bod. I have heard it n'hisper'd there was sojiiclhiiig strange 
About his death — and even the place of it 
Is scarcely known. 

Ulr. Some obscure village on 

The Saxon or Silesian frontier. 

Ito4. He 

Has left no testament — no farewell words ? 

Ulr. I am neither confessor nor notary, 
So cannot say. 

Hvd. Ah ! here's the lady Ida. 

Enttr Id* Stkilubiui. 

Ulr. You are early, my sweet cousin ! 

Ida. Not (w early. 

Dear Ulric, if I do not interrupt you. 
Why do you call me "couiin?" 

Ulr. [»mUing). Are we not soP 

Ida. Yes, but I do not like tlie name ; methinks 
It sounds so cold, as if you thought upon 
Our pedigree, and only weigh'd our blood. 

Ulr. {glarling). Blood I 

Ida. Why does yours start from jour cheeks ? 

Ulr. Ay I dothilF j 

Ida. It doth — but no I it rushes like a torreut 
Even to jour brow again. 

Ulr. {reeooering himtelf). And if it fled. 
It only was because your presence sent it 
Back to my heart, which beats for you, sweet cousin I 

Ida. "Cousin" again. 

Ulr. Nay, then, I'll coll you sister. 

Ida. I like that name still worse. — Would we liud ne'er 
Been aught of kindred ! 

Ulr. (ffloomilif). Would we never had I 

Ida. Oh, heavens ! and can gim m»A Hal ? 

Ulr. Dearest Ida ! 

Did 1 not echo your own wish? 



IJa. Yes, Ulne, 

But then I wisli'd it not with such a glance, 
.Vnd Ecaice knew what I said ; but let me be 
Sistfr, or cousin, what you will, so that 
1 still to you am something, 

Ulr. You shaU le 

All— all 

Ida. Auil you to vie are so already ; 
But I can wait. 

Ulr. Dear Ida t 

Ida. Call me Ida, 

Tour Ida, for I would be jours, none else's — 
Indeed I have none else left, since my poor father — 

[Shtpautet. 
Vir. Tou have Mine— you have me. 

Ida, Dear Ulric, how I wish 

My father could but view my happiness. 
Which wants but this 1 

Ulr. Indeed ! 

Ida. Yoa would have loved him. 

He jou; for the brave ever love each other: 
His manner was a litlle cold, his spirit 
Proud (as is birth's prerogative) ; but uuder 

Tliis grave exterior Would you had known each other I 

Had such as you been near him on his journey, 
lie had not died without a friend to soothe 
His last and lonely momenta. 

Vlr. Who says lliat ? 

Ida. What? 

Ulr. That he died alone. 

Ida. Tlie general rumour. 

And disappearance of his servants, who 
Have ne'er return'd ; that fever was most deadly 
Which swept them all away. 

Ulr. If Ihey were neat liim. 

He could not die neglected or ulone. 

Ida. Alas I what is a menial to a death-bed. 
When the dim eye rolls vainly round for what 
It loves? — They say he died of a fever. 
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Vlr. Say! 

It Koa 80. 

Ida. I somctimca dream otherwije. 

Ulr. All dreams arc false. 

Ida. Aud jet I see liim as 

I sec jOD. 

Ulr. mere ? 

Ida. In sleep — I see him lie 

Pale, bleeding, and a man witli a raised kuife 
Beside him. 

Ulr. But you do not see \i\iface? 

Ida {looking at him). No I Oh, my God ! do you t 

Utr. Wliy do you oak ? ' 

Ida. Because yon look as if you saw a murderer ! 

Ulr. {iiffifjiCedly). Ida, this is mere cUildishness ; your weak- 
ness 
Infectt me, to my shame : but as all feeliugs 
Of yours are common to me, it affects me. 
Prithee, sweet child, change 

Ida. Child, indeed ! I liave 

Full fitieen summers ! 

[A bugU M 

Rod. Hark, my lord, the bu^le ! 

Ida {peevithlg to Bodolpm). "Why need you tell him that ? 
Can he not hear it 
"Withont your echo ? 

Rod. Pardon me, fair baroness I 

Ida. I will not pardon you, uidess yon earn it 
By aiding me iu my dissuasion of 
Count Ulric from the chase to-day. 

Rod. You will not. 

Lady, need aid of mine. 

Ulr. I must not now 

Forego it. 

Ida. But you shall 1 

Uh. Shall! 

Ida. Yes, or be 

No tme knight. — Come, dear Ulric ! yield to me 
In this, for this one day : the day looks heavy, 
And you arc turri'H so pale and ill. 
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Ulr. You jest. 

Ida. Indeed I do not : — ask of Rodolpli. 

ffij//. 'iVuly, 

Atv lord, within this quarter of an Lour 
You have changed more than e'er I saw you change 
In years. 

Vlr. "Tis nothing; but if 'twere, the air 
Would sooa restore me. I'm the true cameleou. 
And lire but oil tlie atmosphere ; your feasts 
In castle halls, and social banquets, nurse not 
My spirit — I'm a forester and breather 
Of the steep mountain -tops, where I love all 
The eagle loves. 

Ida. Except his prey, I hope. 

TJlr. Sweet Ida, wish me a fair chase, and I 
Will bring you six boars' beads for tropliies home. 

Ida. And will you not stay, tlien P You shall not go I 
Corae ! I will sing to you. 

Vlr. Ida, you scarcely 

Will make a soldier's wife. 

Ida. I do not wish 

To be so ; for I trust these wars are over. 
And you will live in peace on your domains. 



Enter Wum a» Caawt Siuudou. 

Ulr. My father, I salute you, and it grieves me 
With such brief greeting. — You have heard our bugle j 
The vassals wait. 

Sieg. So let them. — You forget 

To-morrow is the appointed festival 
In Prague for peace restored. Yon are apt to follow 
The chase with such an ardour as will scarce 
Permit you to return to-day, or if 
Return'd, too much fatigued to join to-morrow 
The nobles in our marsh all 'd ranks. 

Ulr. You, couitt, 

Will well supply the place of both — I nui not 
A lover of these lugeantries. 

SUg. No. Ulrio 



It were not well that you aloiie of all 
Our vouiig nobility 

Ida. And far the noblest 

III aspect and demeanour, 

Skg. {to Ida). True, ileiir child. 

Though aomewhat frankly said for a fair dam»el. — 
But, Ulric, recollect t^o our position. 
So lately reinstated in our houours. 
Believe me, 'twould be uiark'd in any house. 
But most in oum, that onb should be found wanting 
At such a time aud place. Besides, the Heaven 
Wliich gave us back our owu, in the same moment 
It spread its jieaee o'er all, hath double claims 
On us for thanksgiving : first, for our country ; 
And next, that we are here to share its blessings. 

Ulr. {aside). Devout, too I Well, sir, I obey at once. 
(Tim aloud to a tervant.) Ludicig, dismiss the train witlmut ! 

[Bxil Lbd«-i& •! 

Ida. And so 

You yield at ouce to him what I for hours 
Might supphcat« iu vain. 

Sii^. (tmilii^). You are not Jealous 

Of me, I trust, my pretty rebel ! who 
Would sanction disobedience agaiust all 
Except thyself? But fear not; thou shalt rule him 
Hereafter with a fonder sway and firmer. 

Ida. But I aitould like to govern hok. 

Sieg. You shall, 

Your harp, which by the way awaits you with 
The countess in her chamber. She complains 
That you are a sad truant to your music : 
She attends you. 

Ida. Then good morrow, my kind kinsmen 1 

Ulrio, you'll come and hear me ? 

VW. , By and by. 

Ida. Be sure I'll sound it better than your bugles; 
Then pray you be as punctual to its notes : 
I'll play you King GustAVUs' march. 

Ulr. Aud why not 

Old Tilly's ? 
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I<la. Not that monster's ! I should think 

H/ harp-strings rang with groans, and Dot with music, 
Coald aught of his sound on it : — but corae quickly ; 
Your mother will be eager to receive jou. 

[ExitJok. 

Sieg. Ulric, I wish to speak with you alone. 

Ulr. My time's your vassal. — 
(Jjride to Rodolpu.) Rodolph, hence 1 and do 
As I directed : and by his best speed 
And readiest ineans let Eosenberg reply. 

Ttail. Count Siegendorf, command jou aught ? I am bound 
Upon a journey past tlie frontier. 

8itg. [starti). Ahl— 

"Where ? on ichat frontier ? 

Rod. The Silesian, on 

My way — {Aside to ITliuc.) — Wiere shall I say ? 

Ulr. {atitie to Bodolfu). To Ilambnrgh. 

{Aride to himaelf.) That 
Word will, I think, put a firm padlock on 
His further inquisition. 

Bod. Count, to Hamburgh. 

Sieg. {agitated). Hamburgh! No, I Imve nought to do 
there, nor 
Am aught connected with that city. Then 
God speed you I 

Sod. Fare ye well. Count Siegendorf! 

[Exit RODOLFM, 

Sieg. Ulric, this man, who has just departed, is 
One of those strange companions whom I fain 
Would reason with you on, 

Ulr. My lord, he is 

Noble by birth, of one of the first houses 
In Sasony. 

Sieg. I talk not of his birth. 

But of his bearing. Men speak lightly of him. 

Ulr. So they will do of most Dien. Even the monjirth 
Is not fenced from his chamberlain's slander, or 
Tile sneer of the last courtier whom he has maile 
Great and ungrateful. 

Sieg. If 1 must be plain. 
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The world speaks more than lightlj' of tliis Kodolph : 
They say lie is leagued with the "black bands" who slill 
Ravage the frontier. 

Uk. And will you believe 

The world P 

Sieg. In this case — ^yes. 

Ulf. Li aitg case, 

I thought you knew it better than to take 
An accusation for a sentence. 

Sleg, Son ! 

I understand you : you refer to but 

Itly destiny has so involved about me 

Her spider web, tbat I can only flutter 

Like the poor fly, but break it not. Take heed, 

Ulric ; you have seen \a what the passions led me : 

Twenty long years of misery and famine 

Quench'd them not — twenty thousand more, perchance. 

Hereafter (or even here in momentt which 

Might date for years, did Anguish make the dial) 

May not obliterate or expiate 

'I'he madness and dishonour of an instant. 

Ulric, be warn'd by a falher ! — I wad not 

By mine, and vou behold me 1 

Vlr. ' I behold 

The prosperous and beloved Siegendorf, 
Lord of a prince's appanage, and honour'd 
By those he rules and those he ranks with. 

Sieg. Ah I 

Why wilt thou call mo prosperous, while I fear 
For ihec? Beloved, when thou lovesl me not 1 
All hearts but one may beat iu kindne^ for me — 
But if my sou's is cold I 

Uk. Who dare say that ? 

Sitg. None else but I, who see M—fod it — keener 
Tlinn would your adversary who dared say so. 
Your sabre iu his heart I But mine survives 
Tlie wound. 

Uir. Tou err. My nature is not given 

To outward fondling : how should it be so. 
After twelve years' divorcemeut from my parents? 



Siei/. And did not / loo pass those twelve torn years 
In a like absence ? But 'tis vain to u^ vou — 
Nnture was never rall'd back by remonstrance. 
Let's change the theme. I wish jou to consiiler 
That these young violent nobles of high name, 
But dark deeds (ay, the darkest, if all Rumour 
Keporte be Irue], with whom (hou consortest, 
"Will lead thee 

Ulr. [mpatienth/]. I'll be led by no man. 

8ieg. Nor 

Be leader of such, I would hope : at once . 
To wean thee from the perils of thy youth 
And haughty spirit, I hare thought it well 
That ihou shouldst wed the lady Ida — more 
As thou appear* st to love her, 

Ulr. I have said 

I will obey your orders, were they to 
Unite with Hecate— can a son say more? 

Sleg. He says too much in saying this. It is nut 
The nature of thine age, nor of thy blood. 
Nor of thy temjwrament, to talk bo coolly, 
Or act so carelessly, in that which is 
The bloom or blight of all men's happiness, 
(For Glory's pillow is but restless, if 
Love lay not down his cheek there) : some strong bias, 
Some master fiend is in thy service, to 
Misrule the mortal who believes him slave, 
And makes his every thought subservient ; else 
Thou'dst say at once — " I love young Ida, and 
Will wed her ; " or, " I love her not, and all 
The powers of earth shall never make me." — 80 
Would I have answer'd. 

Vlr. Sir, i/OK iced for love. 

Si^. I did, and it has been my only refuge 
In many miseries. 

Vlr. Which miseries 

Had never been but for this love-match. 

SUff. Still 

Against your age and nature I Who at twenl.y 
E'er answer'd thus till now ? 



Utr. Did yoQ not warn n 

Against your own example ? 

Siep. Boyish sophist 1 

In a word, do jou love, or love not, Ida? 

Ulr. What matters it, if I am ready to 
Obey you iii espousing her ? 

Sieff. As far 
As you feel, nothing, but all life for her. 
She's young— all -beautiful — adores you — is 
Endow'ii with qualities to give happiness. 
Such as rounds coinmun hfe into a dream 
Of sometliing which your poets cannot paint, 
And (if it were not wisdom to love virtue} 
For which Philosopliy might barter Wisdom ; 
And giving so much happiness, deserves 
A little in return. I would not have her 
TSreak her heart for a man who has none to br<'nk 1 
Or wither on her stalk like some pale rose 
Deserted by the bird she thought a nightingale. 
According to the Orient tale. She is 

Vlr. The daughter of dead Stralenheim, your fon ; 
I'll wed her, ne'erthelesa ; though, to say truth. 
Just now I am not violently transported 
Li favour of such unions, 

Step. But she loves you. 

Vir. And I love her, and therefore would think lurux. 

SUff, Alaa ! Love never did so. 

Ulr. Then 'tis time 

He should hegin, and take the bandage from 
His eyes, and look before he leaps; till now 
He hath ta'en a jump i' the dark. 

Sifg. But you tonsent ? 

Ulr. I did, and do. 

Si<y. Tlien fix the day. 

irir. 'lis n.n..l. 

And certes courteous, to leave that to the lady. 

SUff. I will engage for ier. 

Ulr. So will not [ 

For any woman : and as what I fii, 
I fain would see unshaken, when she gift* 
Hpr answer. I'll give miiip. 



To 



Sifg. 



But 'tis jour office 



UW. Count, 'tis a marriage of your making, 
80 be it of your wooing ; but to please jou, 
1 will now pay my duty to my mother. 
With whom, you kuow, the lady Ida is. — 
What would yoo have ? You have forbid my stirring 
tor manly sports beyond the castle walls. 
And I obey ; you bid me turn a ehamberer. 
To pick up gloves, and fans, and knitting-needles. 
And list lo songs and tunes, and watch for smileB, 
And smile at pretty prattle, and look into 
The eyes of feminine, as though they were 
'Ilie stars receding early to our wish 
Upon the dawn of a world-winning battle — 
What can a son or man do more P 



Sieg. {iolut). Too much !— 

Too much of duty, and too little love I 
He pays me in the coin he owes me not : 
For such hath been my wayward fate, I could not 
fulfil a parent's duties by his side 
'1111 now ; but love he owes me, for my thoughts 
Ne'er left him, nor my eyes long'd without tears 
To see my child again, and now I have found him I 
But how — obedient, but with coldness ; duteous 
In my sight, but with carelessness; mysterious — 
Abstracted — distant — much given to long absence, 
And where — none know — in league with the most riotous 
(Jf our young nobles ; though, to do him justice. 
He never stoops down to their vulgar pleasures ; 
Yet there's some tie between them which I can not 
Unravel. They look up to him— consult him — 
Throng round him as a leadtr : but with me 
He hath no confidence ! Ah I can I hope it 
After — what! doth my fiither'a curse descend 
Kven U) my child ? Or is the Hungarian near 
To shed more blood ? or — Oh ! if it should be ! 
tjpirit of Slralenheim, dost thou walk these walls 
To wither him and his — who, though they slew not. 
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TJnktch'd the door of death for thee ? 'Twas not 
Our fault, nor is our sin : H)ou wert our foe. 
And yet I apared thee when my own destruction 
Slept with thee, to awake with thine aw&kening I 
And only took — Accursed gold I thou Heat 
Like poison in my bands ; I dare not Dse thee. 
Nor part from thee ; thou earnest in such a guise, 
Methinks thou wnuldst contaminate all hands 
Like mine. Yet I have done, to at«ne for thee, 
Thou villanous goldl and thy dead master's doom. 
Though he died not by me or mine, as much 
As if he were my brother ! I have ta'en 
His orphan Ida — cherish'd her as one 
Who will be mine. 

Enter an Attemiiut. 

Aiim, The abbot, if it please 

Tour excellency, whom you sent for, waits 
Upon you. 

[EjO ARimm ^ 

Etiier iki PwoK Alhmt. 

Prior. Peace be witb these walls, and all 

Within them ! 

Si^. Welcome, welcome, holy father I 
And may thy prayer be beard I — all men have need 
Of such, and I 

Prior. Have the first claim to all 

The prayers of our community. Our convent. 
Erected by your ancestors, is still 
Protected by their children. 

Sieff. Yes, good father; 

Continue daily orisons for us 
In these dim days of heresies and blood. 
Though the schismatic Swede, Gustavus, is 
Gone home. 

Prior. To the endless home of unbelicren, 

Where there ia everlasting wail and woe. 
Gnashing of t«eth, and tears of blood, and fire 
Eternal, and the worm which dieth not ! 
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Sitg. True, father : and to avert those pangs from one. 
Who, though of our most faultless hoW uhurch. 
Yet died without its last and dearest oillces, 
Which smooth the soul through purgatorial pains, 
I have to offer humblj this donation 
In masses for his spirit. 

[SiKOKBDaKr riffirt thegold wKiek he had laJoutfron StkiIiHH 

Prior. Count, if I 

Receive it, 'tis because I know too well 
Kefuwal would offend you. Be assured 
Tlie lai^ss ahaU be only dealt in alma. 
And every mass no less sung for the dead. 
Our house needs no donations, thanks to yours. 
Which has of old endow'd it ; but from you 
And yours in all meet things 'tis fit we obey. 
For whom shall mass be said ? 

Sieg. (/altering). For — for — the dead. 

Prior. His name ? 

Sieg. Tis from a soul, and not a name^ 

I would avert perdition. 

Prior. I meant not 

To pry into your secret. We will pray 
For one unknown^ the same as for the proudest. 

Sieg. Secret ! I have none : but, father, he who's gone 
Might have one ; or, in short, he did bequeath- 
No, not bequeath — but I bestow this sum 
For pious purposes. 

Prior. A proper deed 

In the behalf of our departed friends. 

Sieg. But he who's gone was not my friend, but foe, 
The deadliest and the stanchest. 

Prior. Better still ! 

To employ our means to obtain heaven for the souls 
Of our dead enemies is worthy those 
Who can forgive them living. 

Sieg. But I did not 

Forgive this man. I loathed hira to the last. 
As be did me. I do not love him now. 
But . 

Prior. Best of all ! for this is pare religion ! 
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YoQ fain wouid rescue him you hate from hell — 
All evangelical compassion — with 
Your own gold too ! 

Sieg. Father, 'tis not my gold. 

Prior. Whose, then? You said it was no legacy, 

Sieg. No matter whose — of this be sure, that he 
Who own'd it never more will need it, save 
In that which it may purchase from your altars : 
"S\s yours, or theirs. 

Prior. Is there no blood Upon it? 

Sieg. No ; but there's worse than blood — elem&l shame I 

Prior. Did he who own'd it die in his bed I 

Si^, Alas I 

He did. 

Prior. Son ! you relapse into revenge. 
If jou regret your enemy's bloodless death. 

Si^. His death was fathomlessly deep in blood. 

Prior. You said he died in his bed, not battle. 

Sieg. He 

Died, I scarce know^ — but — he was stiibb'd i' the durlc. 
And now you have it — perish'd on his pillow 
By a cut-tliroat I — Ay I — you may look upon me I 
Jam not the man. I'll meet your eye on that point, 
As I can one day Qod's. 

Prior. Nor did be die 

By means, or men, or instrument of yours ? 

8ieg. No I by the God who sees and strikes! 

Prior. 
"Who slew him ? 

Si^. I could ouly guess at one. 

And he to me a stranger, unconnected, 
As unemploy'd. Escept by one day's knowledge, 
I never saw the man who was suspected. 

Prior. Then you are free from guilt. 

Sieg. (eagerly). Oil t am I p^sa; I 

Prior. You have said so, and know beat, 

Sieg. Father I I have spoken 

The truth, and nought, but truth, if not the viole; 
Yet say I am nol guilty I for the blood 
Of tliiit man weighs on me, as if I sbed it. 



Nor know yoa j 
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■ l) whhner. 

Thoi^h, by llie Power wlio abhorreth humaa blood, 

1 did DOt I — nay, once spared it, when I might 

Aud could — ay, perhaps, sAauld (if our self-safety 

Be e'er excusable in such defences 

Against the attacks of over-poI«nt foes] : 

But pray for him, for me, and all my house ; 

For, as 1 said, though I be innocent, 

I know not why, a like remorse is on me. 

As if he had fallen by me or mine. Pray for me. 

Father ! I have pra/d myself in vain. 

■ Prior. I wilL 

Be comforted I You are innocent, and should 
Be calm as innocence. 
Sie^. But calmness is not 

Always the attributive of innocence. 
I feel it is not. 

Prior. But it will be so. 

When the mind gathers up its truth within it. 
Bemember the great festival to-morrow. 
In which you rank amidst our chiefest nobles, 
As well aa your brave son ; and smooth your aspect, 
Nor in the general orison of thanks 
For bloodshed stopt, let blood you shed not rise 

Supon your thoughts. This were to be 
itive. Take comfort, and forget 
Qgs, and leave remorse unto the guilty. 



Ban L—A largt and magnifittnl Golhk Ball in tlu CaMlt of Sitgitda^, 
dteorated milk Tropkiet, Batnuri, and Ann of thai FanUf. 

BntiT AurHUH and MimriB, atttvdanU of Codrt Snaiiii>ou. 

Am. Be quick 1 the count will soon reluru : the ladiea 
Already are at the portal. Have, you sent 
The messengers in search of him he seeks for? 

Meia. I have, in ail directions, over Prague, 
As far as the man's dress and figure could 
By your description tratk him, Tiie devil take 
These revels and processions I All the pleasure 
(If such there be) must fall to the spectators. 
I'm sure none doth to us vho make the sbov. 

Am, Go to 1 my lady countess comes. 

Meii. I'd rather 

Bide a day's hunting on an outworn jade. 
Than follow in the train of a great man, 
In these dull pageantries. 

Am. Begone ! and mil 

Within. 

EMer tke Couktub Josiphibi SnainDOBr and Il» .^tlULtiiBKlii. 

Jo». Well, Heaven be praised ! the show is over. 

Ida. How can you say so P Never have I dreamt 
Of aught so beautiful. The flowers, the boughs. 
The banners, and the nobles, and the kuights. 
The gems, the robes, the plumes, the happy faces, 
The coursers, and the incense, and the sun 
Streaming through the stain'd windows, even the tomt; 
Which look'd so calm, and the celestial hymns. 
Which seem'd as if they rather came from heaven 
Than mounted there. The bursting organ's peal 
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Boiling on high like an harmonious tliunder; 
The white robes and the Kfted ejea ; the world 
At peace t aud ail at peace with one another I 
Oh, my sweet mother ! 

[Bmbracing lottFBm 

/«. My beloved child ! 

For SDchj I trust, thou shalt be shortly. 

Ida. Oh I 

I am so already. Feel how my heart beats 1 

Jos. It does, my love ; and never may it tlirob 
With aught more bitter, 

Ida. Never shall it do so ! 

How should it ? What should make us grieve ? I hatu 
To hear of sorrow : how can we be sad, _ 

"Who love each other bo entirely ? You, 
The count, and Ulric, and your daughter Ida. 

Jos. Poor child I 

Ida. Do you pity me ? 

Jot. No: I but envy, 

And that in sorrow, not in the world's sense 
Of the universal vice, if one vice be 
More general than anotlier. 

Ida. I'U not hear 

A word against a world which still contains 
You and my Ulric. Did you ever see 
Aught like him P How he tower'd amongst them alt ! 
How ail eyes follow'd him t The flowers fell faster — _ 
Kain'd from each lattice at Ids feet, methought. 
Than before all the rest ; and where he trod 
I dare be sworn that they grow still, nor e'er 
Will wither. 

Jot. You will spoil him, little flatterer. 

If he should hear you. 

Ida. But he never will. 

I dare not say so much to him — I fear liim. 

Jot. Why so P he loves you well. 

Ida. But I can iiuv 

Shape my thoughts of him into words to him : 
Besides, he sometimes frightens me. 

Jot. How so? 



Ida. A oloud cornea o'er lus blue eyes suddeiilv. 
Yet he snjs nothing, 

Jm. It is nothiug : all men. 

Especially in these dark troublous times. 
Have much to think of. 

Ida, But I cannot tliink 

Of aught save him. 

/o». Yet there are otiier men. 

In the world's eye, aa goodly. There'?, for iuslanoe, 
The young Count Waldorf, who scarce once withdrew 
His eyes from yours to-day, 

Ida. I did not see him. 

But Ulric. Did you not see at the moment 
"When all knelt, and I wept? and yet methought. 
Through my fast tears, though they were thick and warm, 
I saw him smiling on me. 

Jm. I could not 

See aught save heaven, to which my eyes were raised. 
Together with the people's. 

Ida. I thought too 

Of heaven, although I look'd on Ulric. 

Jot. Come, 

Let us retire ! they will be here anon 
Expectant of the banquet. We will lay 
Aside these nodding plumes and dra^ng trniiis. 

Ida, And, above all, these stiff and heavy jewels, 
Which make my head and heart ache, as both throb 
Beneath their glitter o'er my brow and zone. 
Dear mother, I am with you. 

JWir Oomn SiMmMir, i* fiM drtu, from 0u taltmnily, and Lddwio. 

Sieg. Is be not found ? 

Lud. Strict search is making every where; and if 
The man be in Prague, be sure he will be found. 

Sitff. Where's Ulric? 

Lud. He rode round the other wajr 

With Bome young nobles ; but he left them soon ; 
And, if I en not, not a minute since 
I heard his excellency, with bis train. 
Gallop o'er the west drawbridge. 



Battr Dl^o, tpltndidly draird. 

S'leg. [to Ludwib). See they cease not 

Tlieir quest of him I have described. 

[Bail Lcbvia. 

Oh, Ulric ! 
How have I long'd for thee ! 

Ulr, Your wiah ia granted— 

Behold me I 

Sieg. I have aeeu the murderer. 

I/fr. Whom? Where P 

Sieg. The Hungarian, who slew Straleiiheira. 

Ulr. Ton dream. 

&eg. I live t and as I live, I saw him — 

Heard him ! he dared to utter even my name. 

Ok. What name P 

&eg. Werner 1 'Iteai mine, 



Ulr. 



It must be ao 



No more ; forget it. 

Sieg. Never! never! all 

My destinies were woven in that name : 
It will not be engraved upon my tomb. 
But it may lead me tiiere. 

Ulr. To the point the Hungarian ? 

Sieg. Listen ! — The cliurcli was throng'd : the hymn was 
raised; 
" Te Seum " peal'd from nations rather than 
From choirs, in one great cry of " God be praised " 
For one day's peace, after thrice ten dread years, 
Each bloodier than the former : I arose, 
With all the nobles, and as I look'd down 
AJong the lines of lifted faces, — from 
Our banuer'd and escutcheon'd gnliery, I 
8aw, Uke a flash of lightning (for I saw 
A, iDomeat and no more), what struck me sightless 
To all else — the Hungarian's face ! I grew 
Sick ; and when I recover'd from the mist 
Which curl'd about my senses, and again 
Look'd down, I saw him not. The thanksgiving 
Waa over, and we march'd back in procession. 

Ulr. Continue. 



8ieg. Wlien we reach'd the Muldau's bridge. 

The joyous crowd above, the numberless 
Barks inann'd with revellers in their best garbs, 
Which shot aloug the glancing tide below, 
The decorated street, the long arraj. 
The clasliing music, and the thundering 
Of far artillery, wliioh seein'd to bid 
A long and loud farowell to its great doings. 
The standards o'er me, and the tramplings round, 
The roar of rushing thousands, — all — all could not 
Clmse this man from mj mind, although my senses 
No longer held him palpable. 

Vlr. Tou saw him 

No more, then ? 

Sieg. I looked, as a dying soldier 
Looks at a draught of water, for tliis man ; 
But still I saw him not ( but in hia st^^d 

Ulr. What in his stead? 

Sieg. My eye for ever fell 

Upon your dancing crest; the loftiest, 
As on the loftiest and the loveliest head, 
It rose the highest of the stream of plumes, 
Which overflow'd the glittering streete of Prague. 

Ulr. What's this to the Hungarian P 

Sieg. Much ; for I 

Had almost then forgot him in my son ; 
When just as the artillery ceased, and paused 
The music, and the crowd embraced in lieu 
Of shouting, I heard in n deep, low voice, 
Distinct and keener far upon my car 
Than the Iat« cannon's volume, this word — " fVemerf" 

m. Utter'd by 

Sieg. Utu I I tum'd— and saw— and fell. 

Ulr. And wherefore ? Were jou seen ? 

Sieg. The officious can ] 

Of those around me dra^d me from the spot. 
Seeing my faiiitness, ignorant of the cause : 
You, too, were too remote in the procession 
(The old nobles being divided from their children) 
To aid me. 
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\jlf. But I'll aid you uow. 

Sitg. luwhat? 

Vlr. In Bearchiiig for this man, or Wheu he's found, 

Wliat shall we do with him ? 

Sieg. I know not that. 

Ulr. Then wherefore seek P 

Sieg. Because I cannot reat 

Till he is found. Bis fate, and Stralenheim's, 
And ours, seem intertwisted ! nor can bo 
Uuravell'd, till 



gr ow AnixnuiT. 



A strauger to wait on 



Ailen. 

Your eicelleney. 

Sieg. Who P 

Alkn. lie gave no name. 

Bleg. Admit liim, ne'ertheless, 

[ne Anuvun MrMhiMi QiMi, ami ^fttneardt ttiL 
Ahl 

Gai. "Tia then Wemer ! 

Sieg. {haughtili/). The same you knew, sir, by that name; and 
you! 

Qab. {looking rotini/). I recognise you both : father and sou, 
It seems. Count, I have heard that you, or yours. 
Have lately been in search of me : I am here. 

Sieg. I have sought you, and have found you : you are charged 
(Your own heart may inform you why) with such 

A crime as 

[He panat. 

Gad. Give it utterance, and then 

I'll meet the consequences. 

Sieg. You shall do so^ 

Unless 

Gai. First, who accuses me ? 

Sieg. All tilings. 

If not all men : tlie universal rumour — 
My own presence on the spot — the place — the time— 
And every speck of circumstance unite 
To fix the blot on you. 



Ga6. And on me onlg f 

Pause ere you answer : is no other name. 
Save Toine, stain'd in this business ? 

Sieg. Trifling villain I 

Wlio plny'at with thine own guilt ! Of all that breatiie 
Thou best (lost know the innocence of him 
'Gainst whom thj breath would blow thy bloody slander. 
But I will talk no further witli a wretch. 
Further than justice asks. Answer at once, 
Ajid without quibbling, to my charge. 

Gah. 'Tis false ! 

Sieg. Who says so ? 



And how disprove it ? 



I. 

SUg. 

Gab. 
The presence of the murderer. 

Sieg. Name him. 

Gab. He 

May have more names than one. Your lordship liad si 
Once on a time. 

Sieg. If you mean me, I dare 

Your utmost. 

Gab. You may do so, and in safetjr ; 

I know the assassin. 

8i^. Where is he P 

Oab. (poijitiug to TJlkic). Beside you I 

[TTuiio naha faneard fa aaaek Oibob ; SiioiRiHiir ivIerpimM. 

SUg. Liar and fiend I but you shall not be slain ; 
These walls are mine, and you are safe within them. 

[Ht tanu to Dlilic. 
Ulric, repel this calumny, as I 
Will do. 1 avow it is a growth so monstrous, 
I could not deem it eorth-bom : but be calm ; 
It will refute itself. But touch him not. 

[Uluo nutMwowt fo r«inpMf ktrnttlf. 

Gab, Look at ^im, count, and then heur tm. 

Si^. {JiTtt lo Gabok, and then looking at Ulric). 

I hear thee. 
My God I you look^— 
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VlT. How ? 

Sieg. As on that dread night. 

When we met iu the garden. 

Ulr. [composing himself). It is nothing. 

Gab. Count, jou are bound to hear me. I came hither 
Kot seeking you, but sought. When I kuelt down 
Amidst the people in the church, I dream'd not 
To find the beggar'd Werner in the seat 
Of senators and princes; but you have call'd me. 
And we have met. 

Sieg. Go on, air. 

Gab. Ere I do so, 

Allow roe to inquire, wlio profited 
Ky Stralenheim's death P Waa't I — as poor as ever; 
And poorer by suspicion ou my name t 
The baron lost in that last outrage neither 
Jewels nor gold ; his life alone was sought, — 
A life which stood between the claims of others 
To honours and estates scarce less than princely. 

Sieg. These hints, as vague as vain, attach no less 
To me than to my sou. 

Gab. I can't help that. 

But let the consequence alight on him 
Wlio feels himself the guilty one amongst as. 
I speak to you. Count Siegendorf, because 
I know you innocent, and deem you juat. 
But ere I cau proceed — abre you protect me ? 
Dare you command me ? 

[^nanDotrfirtltlwilaatthtHwigariaH, and then at (Jlbi 
hat unliiutUd hit nbrt, and it draaing Una tcilh it < 
Jloor — atill in ilt thtath. 

Vh. {hohs at AU father, and says,) Let the man go on ! 
Gab. I am unarm'd, count — bid your son lay down 



Ulr. (offeri it to him contemptuously). Take it. 



That we are both unarm'd — I would not choose 
To wear a steel which may be stain'd with more 
Blood than catne there in battle. 



No, sir, 'lis enougl 
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JJlr. {ca»U the tahrefrom him in contempt. It — or some 
Such other weapon, id ray hand — spared yours 
Once, when disarm'd and al my mercy. 

Gab. Tme— 

I have not forgotten it : you spared me for 

Your own especial purpose — to sustain 

An ignominy not my own. 

Ulr. Proceed. 

The. tale is doubtless worthy the relater. 
But is it of my father to hear further ? 

{To Saammtr. 

Sieff. [takea iU fon 6y tie hand). My son, I know my own 
innocence, and douht not 
Of yours — but I have promised this man patience ; 
Let him continue. 

Gab. I will not detain you. 

By speaking of myself much : I began 
Life early — and am what the world has made me. 
At Frankfort on the Oder, where I pass'd 
A winter in obscurity, it was 
My chance at several places of resort 
{Wiiicli I frequented sometimes, but not oH^n) 
To hear related a strange circumstance 
In Tebruary last. A martial force, 
Seut by the state, bad, after strong resistance, 
Secured a band of desperate men, supposed 
Marauders from the hostile camp. — ^"rhej proved. 
However, not to be so — but banditti, 
Whom either accident or enterprise 
Had carried from their usual haunt — the forests 
Which skirt Boliemia — even into Lusatia. 
Many amongst them were reported of 
High rank — and martial law slept for a time. 
At last they were escorted o'er the frontiers. 
And placed beneath the civil jurisdiction 
Of the free town of Frankfort. Of their fate 
I know no more. 

Sug, And what is this to Ulric P 

Gah. Amongst them there was said to be one man 
Of wonderful endowments : — birth and fortune, 



Youth, strength, and beauty, almost superhuman, 

And courage as unrivall'il, were procltum'd 

His by the public minour ; and his awaj, 

Not only over his associates, but 

His judges, was attributed to witchcraft. 

Such was his influence : — I have no great faith 

In any magic save that of the mine — 

I therefore deem'd him wealthy. — But my soul 
L Was roused with various feelings to seek out 

This prodigy, if only to behold him. 
Sieg. And did you so ? 
Gai. Tou'U hear. Chance favour'd me : 

A popular a&ay in the pubhc square 

Drew crowds together — it was one of those 

Occasions where men's souls look out of tJiem, 

And show them as they are — even in their faces : 

Tlie moment my eye met his, I eiclaim'd, , 

"This is the man ! " though he was then, as since, 

"With the nobles of the city. I felt sure 

I had not err'd, and watch'd him long and nearly ; 

I noted down his form — his gesture — features. 

Stature, and bearing — and amidst them all. 

'Midst every natural and acquired distinclion, 

I could discern, methought, the assassin's eye 

And gladiator's heart. 

Vlr. {tmilini}). Tlie tale sounds well. 

Gab. And may sound better. — He appear'd to me 

One of those beings to whom J'ortune bends. 

As she doth to the daring — aud on whom 

The fat«8 of others oft depend ; besides, 
' An indescribable sensation drew me 
E Vear to tliis man, as if my point of fortune 
I Was to be fii'd by hira. — There I was wrong. 
Sifg. And may not be right now. 
Gab. follow'd him. 

Solicited his notice — and obtain'd it — 

Though not his friendship : — it was his intention 

To leave the city privately — we left it 

Together— aud together we arrived 

In the poor town where Werner was conceal'd, 
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Aiid Stralenlieim was auccour'd Now we we on 

The verge — dare you hear furtlier ? 

Siag. I muat do so — 

Or I have heard too much. 

Gai. I saw in you 

A man above his statioD — and if not 
So high, as now I find you, in my then 
Conceptions, 'twas that I had rarely seen 
Men such as you appear'd in lieight of minil. 
In the most liigh of worldly rank ; you wf re 
Poor, even to all suve rags : I would have shared 
My purse, though slender, with you — ^you refused it. 

Sieff. Doth my refusal make a debt to you. 
That thus you urge it P 

Ga6. StiU yon owe me souiething, 

Though not for that ; and I owed you iny safe^, 
^t least my seeming safety, when the slaves 
Of Stralenheim pursued me on the grounds 
That / had robb'd him. 

Sieff. I eonceal'd you — I, 

Whom and whose house you arraign, reviving viper I 

Gab. I accuse uo man — save iii my defence. 
You, count, have made yourself accuser — ^judge : 
Your hall's my court, your heart is my tribunal. 
Be jupt, and /'ll be merciful 1 

SUy. You merciful?— 

You ! Base calumniator ! 

Gai. I. 'Twill rest 

With me at last to be so. You couceal'd me — 
In secret passages known to yourself. 
You said, and to none else. At dead of night, 
Weary with wntcliing in the dark, and dubious 
0{ tracing hack my way, I saw a glimmer, 
Tlirough distant crannies, of a twinkling bght : 
I follow'd it, and reach'd a door — a secret 
Portal— which open'd to the chamber, where. 
With cautious hand and slow, having first uudoiia 
As much as made a crevice of the fastening, 
I look'd through and beheld a purple bed. 
And on it Straleuheim ! — 



Si^. Asleep ! And yet 

YoQ slew him t — Wretch ! 

Gai. He waa alreadj slain, 

And bleeding like a sacrifice. My own 
Blood became ice. 

Skff. But he was all alone ! 

You saw none else ? You did not see the 

[IJe pauia fro» agilaliti*. 

Gab. No, 

lie, whom yon dare not name, nor even I 
Scarce dare to recollect, was not then in 
The chamber. 

Sieg. {to Ulbic}. Thtn, my boy I thou art guiltless still — 
lliou bad'st me say / was so once. — Oh ! now 
Do thou as much . 

Gab. Be patient ! I can not 

Becede now, though it shake the very walla 
Which frown above us. You remember, — or 
If not, your son does, — that the locks were changed 
Beneath iU chief inspection on the morn 
A^'liich led to tida same night : how he had etiter'd 
He best knows— but nnthin an antechamber. 
The door of which was lialf ajar, I saw 
A man who wash'd his bloody hands, and oft 
With steru and anxious glance gazed back upon 
The bleeding body— but it moved no more. 

«<y. Oh t God of fathers ! 

Gab, I beheld his features 

A* I see yours — but yours they were not, though 
llesembling them — beliold tliem in Count Ulric's I 
Distinct as I beheld them, though the expression 
Is not now what it then was ! — but it was so 
When I first charged him with the crime— so lately. 

Sitg. This is so 

Gab. [interrupting him). Nay — hut hear me Itj me eiid I 
NoiB jou must do so. — I conceived myself 
Betray'd by you and Mm (for now I saw 
There was some tie between you) into this 
Pretended den of refuge, to become 
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The victim oF your guilt ; and my first thouglit 

Was vengeance : but though arm'd with a short poniard 

{Having left my sword without), I was no match 

For him at any time, as had been proved 

That morning — either in address or force. 

I turn'd and fled — i' the dark : chance rather than 

Skill made me gain the secret door of the hail, 

And thence the chamber where you slept : if I 

Had found you Kaking, Heaven alone can tell 

What vengeance and suspicion might have prompted ; 

But ne'er slept guilt aa Werner slept that night. 

Sieg, And yet I had horrid dreama I and such brief sWcp, 
The stara had not gone down when I awoke, 
Why didst thou spare me ? I dreamt of my fatlier — 
And now my dream is out ! 

Gal. Tis not my fault. 

If I have read it.— Well ! I fled and hid me— 
Chance led me here alter ao many moona — 
And show'd me Werner in Count Siegendorf 1 
Werner, whom I had sought io huts \n vain, 
Inhabited the palace of a sovereign ! 
Tou Bought me and have found me — now you knnw 
My Becret, and may weigh '\\& worth. 

Sieg. {after a paute). Indeed I 

Gab. Is it revenge or justice which inspires 
Your meditation P 

Sieg. Neither — I was weighing 

The value of your secret. 

Gab. You shall know it 

At once : — When you were poor, and I, though poor, 
Rich enough to relieve such jwverty 
As might have envied mine, i offered jou 
My purse — you would not share it : — I'll be franker 
With you : you are wealthy, noble, trusted by 
The imperial powers — you understand me? 

Sitg, Yes. 

flab. Not quite. You think me veniil, and scarce true; 
'Tis no leas true, however, that my fortunes 
Have made me both at present. Yon shall aid me: 
1 would have aided vou — and also have 
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Been somewhat damaged in my name to save 
■ ToiKB and jour son's, Weigii well what I have said. 
8i«g, Dare you await the event of a few minutes' 
Deliberation ? 

Gfli. [castt ii» eyet on Ulric, who i» leaning againH t piUar). 

If i should do so ? 
Sieg. I pledge my life for yours. Withdraw into 
This tower. 

[Optra a twr^-deer. 

Gah. ihentatingly). This is the second safe asylum 
Tou have offer'd me. 

^g. And was not the first so p 

Gab, I know not that even now — but will approve 
The second. I have still a further shield,— 
I did not enter Prague alone ; and should I 
Be put to rest wiili Slralenheim, there are 
Some tongues without will wag in my behalf. 
Be brief in your decision ! ' 

Sieg. I will be so.— 

My word is sacred and irrevocable 
Within tiese walls, but it extends no further. 

Gab. I'll take it for so much. 

8i^. {poinU to Ulrlc's tabre, Hill upon liegrtmnd). 
Take also lia/~- 
I saw you eye it eagerly, and him 
Distrustfully. 

Ga&. {takes up the sabre). I will ; and so provide 
To sell my life — not cheaply. 

[OiBoB goa into <)it t-ami, viKtdt SiRalicnutir c/otti. 

Sieg. {advances to Ulkic). Now, Count Ulric! 
For son I dare not call thee — What sa/st tliou ? 

Vtr. His tale is true. 

Sieg. True, monster ! 

UlT. Most true, f;ither! 

And yon did well to listen to it : what 

' [" Gab. I have jet M ndditional gecoritj— 1 did nol enter Prngne % Kilitol-r 
InJiTuIiuU ; uid then nre tongnen vithoat that wUl upeftk for me, Mlhoogli I (huulU 
ma (lutre tbe hte of BtnUtnlieim, Let jaur delibentlon \<e shart— 5iVp. itf 
prumiK is •oismn, aacred, irrtvivKbU : it extendi Dot, hoireTer, bermid thesis 
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We kuow, we can provide against. He must 
Be lileoced. 

Sieg. Ay, with half of mj domains , 

And with the other liulf, could he and thou 
Unsaj this villany. 

Ulr. It is no tirae 

For trifling or dissembling. I have said 
Bis story's true ; and he too must be silenced. 

Ulr. As Stralenheim is. Are you so dull 

As never to have liit on this before ? 
When we met in the garden, what except 
Discovery in the act could make me know 
ilis death? Or hnd the prince's household been 
Then smnmon'd, would the cry for the police 
Been left to such a stranger ? Or should I 
Have loiter'd on the way ? Or could you, Werner, 
1'Ke object of the baron's hate and fears. 
Have fled, unless by many an hour before 
Suspicion woke ? I sought and fathom'd you. 
Doubting if you were false or feeble : I 
Perceived yon were the latter : and yet so 
ConGding hare I found you, that 1 doubted 
At times your weakness. 

Sieg Parricide I no less 

Than common stabber I What deed of my life. 
Or thought of mine, could make you deem me St 
For your accomplice ? 

Ulr. Father, do not raise 

The devil you cannot lay between us. This 
Is time fur union and for action, not 
For family disputes. While gov were tortured. 
Could /be calm? Think you that I have heard 
This fellow's tale without some feeling? — You 
Have taught me feeling (oT you and myself; 
For whom or what else did you ever teach it? 

Si^. Oh 1 my dead father's curse I 'tis working now. 

Wr. Let it work on ! the grave will keep it down I 
Ashee are ftebli: foes : it is more easy 
Tu bsfflc sucii, than countermine a mole. 



WhicL winds its blind but living palli bencalli vou. 

Yet hear me still ! — K you condemn me, jet 

Kemember loio liath taught me once too often 

To listen to him ! IFAo proclaim'd to me 

That tiere trere crimes made venial by the occasiuji ? 

1'liat passion was our nature ? that the goods 

Of Heaven waited on the goods of fortune? 

tf^io ahow'd me his humanity secured 

Hy his nervet only ? WAo deprived me of 

All power to vindicate myself and race 

In open day? By his disgrace which slamp'd 

(It might be) bastardy on me, and on 

Himself — afelon'i brand ! Tlie man who is 

At once both warm and weak invites to deeds 

Me longs to do, but dare not. Is it strange 

That I should act what you could think ? We iiiivr dons 

With right and wrong ; and now must only ponder 

Upon effects, not causes. Stralenheim, 

Whose life I saved from impulse, as unknown, 

I would have saved a peasant's or a dog's, I slew 

Knomt, as our foe — but not from vengeance. He 

Was a rock in our way which I cut through. 

As doth the bolt, because it stood between us 

And our true destination — but not idly. 

kf stranger I preserved him, and he owed me 

His life: when due, I but resumed the debt. 

He, you, and I stood o'er a gulf wherein 

I hitve plunged our enemy. Yon kindled Srst 

The torch — you show'd the path ; now trace mc that 

Of safety— or let me I 

Sieg. I have done with life ! 

Vlr. Let us hnve done with that which canker's life— 
Familiar feuds and vain recrimiiialions 
Of things which cannot be undone. "We have 
No more to leirn or hide : I know no fear. 
And have within these very walls men who 
(.\Ithough you know them not) dare venture kII things. 
You stand high with the state ; what passes here 
Will not excite her too groat curiosity : 
Keep your own secret, keep a steady eye. 



WRBKER. {act t. 

Stir not, and apeak not ; — leave the rest to mt : 
We must have no (Aird babblers thrust between us. 

[ExU Cuia 

Siei/. (solus). Am I awake? are tliese Uij father's haJUa; 
And you — my son ? My son 1 miae I who have ever 
Abhorr'd both mystery and blood, and yet 
Am plunged into the deepest hell of both I 
I must he sjicedy, or more will be shed — 
The Hungarian's! — Ulric — lie hath partisans. 
It seems : I might have guess'd as much. Oh fool t 
Wolves prowl in company. He hath the key 
(As I too) of the opjxisite door wliieU leads 
Into the turret. Now then ! or once more 
To be the father of fresh crimes, no less 
Than of the criminal ! Ho ! Gabor ! Gabor 1 

|£snt info tin Umt, tlotiag (Ac door afltr it 



Tht Inlerior oflkt Tmret. 
Qabor and HiioEHDOsr. 



Gab. Who calls ? 



Lose not a moment I 



I — Siegendorf I Take these and lly t 



Gai. What am 1 to do 

With these? 

Siey. Whate'er you will : sell them, or hoard, 

And prosper ; but delay not, or you are lost t 

Gtii, You pledged your honour for my safety I 

Siep. AuJ 

Must thus redeem it. Fly ! I am nut master. 
It wems, of my own castle — of my own 
Betaiucrs — nay, even of these very walls, 
Or I would bid them fall and crush mc ! Fir I 
Or you will be slain by 



■ «.] 



WERNBR. 



>. Is it even so ? 

Farewell, then ! Recollect, however. Count, 
You sought this fatal interview I 

5^?. I did ! 

Let it not be more fatal still ! — Begone ! 

Gad. Bj the same patli I enter'd ? 

Sitff. Yes ; that's safe still ; 

But loiter not in Prague ; — you do not know 
With whom jou have to deal. 

Gai. I know too well — 

And knew it ere yourself, unhappy sire I 
FareweUI 

[Exit UlBOB. 

Si^. [tolua and listening). He hath clear'd the staircase. All ! 
I hear 
The door sound loud behind him t He is safe ! 
Safe !— Oh, my father's spirit !— I am faint- — 

[He Uanu down upon a tlone itat, near Hit vail iff tJit lower, m 
a droirpiHg puitvrt. 



Bnttr UlAlo wlA other! amtd, aitd with iet<^on4 draum. 

Ulr. Despatch ' — he's there 1 

Lud. Tlie count, my lord ! 

Ulr. {reeogniting Siegbndokf). Ttm here, sir! 

Sieg, Yes : if you want another victim, strike I 

Ulr. [tenng him tlripl of hitjeweU). Where is th" ruffian who 
hath plunder'd you ? 
Yassals, despatch in search of him ! You see 
Twas as 1 said — the wretch hath stript my father 
Of jewels whicii might form a prince's heir-loom t 
Away I I'll follow you forthwith, 

\_Exewtii all Imi SiMiBHOHt aiuf Uluc. 
Whafsthis? 
Where is the villain P 

8i^. There are tieo, sir ; which 

Are you in quest of ? 

tflr. Let us hear Do more 

Of this : he must be found. You have not let him 
Escape? 




8ieg. He's gone. 
Ulr. 



With jrour connivance ? 



My fullest, freest aid. 
'Ulr. 



Then fare you well I 

intreat — implore ! Oh, L'lric 1 



Sieg. Stop t I coimnajid' 
Will you then leave me P 

Ulr. Whatl remain to be 

Denounced — dragg'd, it may be, in chains; ajid nil 
By your inherent weakness, half-humanity, 
Selfiali remorse, and temporising pity. 
That sacrifices your whole race to save 
A wretch to profit by our ruin ! No, count, 
Henceforth you have no son ! 

Sieg. I never had one; 

And would you ne'er had borne the useless name I 
Where will you go ? I would not send you forth 
AVithout protection. 

Ulr. Leave that unto me. 

I am not alone; nor merely the vain heir 
(If your domains; a tliousaud, ay, ten thuusaud 
Swords, hearts, and hands are mine, 

Sieg. The foresters ! 

With whom the Hungarian found you first at Frankfort I 

Ulr. Yea — men — who are worthy of the name! Uo tell 
Your senators that they look well to Pragma; 
Tlieir feaat of peace was early for the times ; 
There are more spirits abroad than have been lai<I 
With WaUenstein I 



Bnttr JoewaiM and Ida. 

/m. Wbat 18*1 we hear P My Siegendorf ! 

Tiiank Hea/n, I see you safe ! 

Sieg. Safe ! 

I'la. Yes, diur lather 1 

Sieg. No, no ; I liave no children : never more 
Cal! me by that worst uaiue of puriiit. 



n.] 
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/m. What 

Means my good lord i 

8i^. That you have given birth 

To a demon I 

Ida. {toting Ulbic's hand). Who shall dare say this of Ulric? 

SUff. Ida, beware ! there's blood upon that hand. 

Ida. {iiooping to iiss U). Vi kiss it off^ though it were mine. 

8ieg. It is so ! 

Ulr. Away I it is your father's I 

[ExU Ulrio. 

Ida. Oh, great God ! 

And I have loved tliis man ! 

[Ida faUt tentelett^JoemrBam icands apeeehUu wkk horror. 

Sieg. The wretch hath slain 

l*hem both ! — My Josephine ! we are now alone ! 
Would we had ever been so I — All is over 
For me ! — ^Now open wide, my sire, thy grave ; 
Thy curse hath dug it deeper for thy son 
In mine 1 — ^The race of Siegendorf in p8#. I 



DON JUAN. 



** Difficile est proprid oommnniA dioere.** — Ho&aoi. 

Vtmit thou tliiiik, because thoa art yirtaouB, there ihalt be no mav etka^ 
And ale t — Yei| by Saint Anne, and ginger ehall be hot f the moath, Uio I — 
SaAmtPBARi^ Twelfth Night, or Wkxu Y<m WUL 



INTEODUCTION TO DON JUAN. 



tkrpi 



1 Lord Bjron to Mr, Mum;, ' 
me mood ; for 1 knnw tl 



<tilt in tulemble li 



f o! lift, and u 
In the SepteiDl 



- of the ] 



I 



4 published, h 

be had compoKd 180 ocUvei, — ifleisudit inonswd to 222— of the Grat canto of i 
foeiD vhicb vu mennt to be quietly fiuetioiu upon eteiylhing;. He eipiened t, fun 
tbMt it might prore too free for these decorous days, hut saiJ he would tr; the ei|ieri- 
ment uianTinoDslj, and bald hia huid if it tnrned out ill. When the caaln urired in 
Bngland it vu ihovn, at bit reqneit, to Hobhoiue, Moore, &Dct othera, who united in 
eodeaTDoriDg to diaoade him frani pubUahiug it. In return he nUed them " a pori- 
laniail oommittee," protesting that he had asked their opinion of ila lilerir; merit, 
and not of abat wu due to the cant of the timco, which he held in coiil«inpt. " If," 
he wrote, "they had told me the poetrj was bad, I would hnie scqaiesced; but Ihej 
sHj the contrarj, and then talk to me about ni oral it j— the first time I ever heard tba 
word frtim anybody who wai uot a raacal that used it for a purpose. I maintain that 
it is the most moral of poems ; but if people won't discorer the moral, that in their 
hult, nut mine." He fbrmad, howeTer, the temporary resnlie to print only Bfty 
ea[Hn for prhiUt diitribatiun, — a ntep which would haie set everybody crnring and 
eonTerwog, and muit hate been fnUowed immedialely by a pulilio edition. It waa 
therefore determined to do at once what would certainly have been dune at Ian, and 
in July, isle, the two Bnt cantos came forth in Loudoo, but without the name of 
either author or publisher. The outcry which enaned more than justified the fore- 
bodings of hia friends. But with equal truth Lord Byron had predicted that "dnl- 
nen wu the sole annihilator in such cases, — that 'Don Jtum' would only bil if it was 
(tapid, and that if it was lively it would pleiLse." It came to pass accordingly that 
the work wu not more eoademaed for its license than commended for its gtnlos. 
The extraordinary combiuatioa of pasaionate poetry with Kit and humour was univer- 
HUly allowed, and the piquant peraouality of his satirical nllies gave an luldiUnnal 
itat. The anmum thowereil upon the "Lake Poets," ths portrait of Lady Byroa 
under the name of " Donna Inei," and the keen ridioule with which ha covered hir 
for her part in their Mparatioo, were all heard with eager cars, and tiii<ae who weie 
loodeit in their censure joined no teas loudly in the laugh. The Dedication to Soathry, 
writton, aa the poet eipressed it. in "good, simple, savage vuse," and which Shelley 
said was a miitnre of wormwooil and verdigria. — having the Utlerues* of the one, and 
iba poison of the other — waa kept back after the decision to publish anonymouily, tor 
liorf Byron scrupled to attack the Laureate "under cloud of night," or the chivalrnns 
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INTEODDCTION TO 1X>N JOAN. 



UD£ pmpDrtdoDed U 






D it created. TwbIte bondrcd copia ont of 
Fbich, for a work of Lord Byron's, w» Terj 
d tbe post, "sn eierenth comiaudmenl li- 
the vomim not to md it, uid what is still loore eitnonliastf they Meta not to ban 
broken it." NumbeiB, DflTeithnleaB, who forebote to Imj vert jmptttieiit to burro* 
it, uid being Hhartlj t"™ted, in the eooGdeara that ite iicmldoiu teodeucr would 
depriTe it of the protection or the lav, a tmpplj of ch»p edilioni extended the ana- 
Ution far and wide. "Tod maj tij the copyright qoeitioD," wrote Lord Byrou td 
Mr. Hurray, ' ' bat you'll loae it ; the cry is up, and the otnt ia op, " and under thii 
conTiotion the deprtdnturs wore left in poweMion of their spoil, notwithstanding that 
the pnbliiher pud 1B2S ponndi for the two first oanlos alone. For what was ul-JM- 
tionable in the poem Lord Byron could nerer oSfli a plausible defence. He affected to 
call the clamour " nonsenucal pradery," hut he must have been oonsoioiu hov 
fallaciously, when ensh peraonal frienda, and suoh men of the wnrld, as Hobhouse and 
Hoorc were of the nomber of the prudce. He argued that worki no better or worn 
were admitted among the elanics of every language ; but beiidei that they were the 
produetions of a laier age, it is part of the o&ence that by intermingling the beantifiil 
with the vile, the admiration paid to the former prevents the latter frum paaring into 
oblivioiL At another time he mniutaintd that iuMead of "Don Juau" being a ealofy 
OD vice, it was designed to drag the cloak from the secret uu of sodny, but thai ha 
detaili the worst offeucea of his hero with the levity of one who thought lieeutioanuaa 
a jest, and virtue a name. There is moral enough, no doubt, in the bionleM profli- 
gacy portrayeJ in the poem, but the reader, to profit by it. muM eoDlen>pUil«, la tha 
■pirit of the weeping phil(iao[Jier, what (he aathor wrota in Ike teuipar Of tti 
pbiloioiiher who lauahed. 



TESTIMONIEa OF AUTHORS. 



Ob tho pabHcation of " Don Juan " tha periodical press immeiliately 
t««nied with the "Judicia doaorum—TteouM aliorum." In order to convey 
kU adeqa&te tick of the natare aud eiteat of the criticism it called forth, 
we li&Te followed the example set ub in the Preface to the " Dunciu'l," 
irhere we read aa follows : — " We shall here, according to the Inudable 
nsage of editors, collect the various judgments of the Learned concerning 
oar Poet: various, indeed! — not onlj of dilferent authors, hut of the 
(kine author at different seasons. Nur shall we gather oulj* the Testi- 
monies of such eminent Wits as would of course descend to posteritj, and 
consequcDtly be read with our collection ; but we shall likewise, with 
incredible labour, seek out for divers others, which, but for tlils our 
diligence, could never, at the distance of a few months, appear to the eye 
of the moat curious. Hereby thou may'st not only receive tlie delectation 
of variety, but also arrive at a more certain judgment, by a grave and 
circumspect comparison of the witnesses with each other, or of each with 
himself" In hke manner, therefore, let us now gratify our readers by 
leleetiD^ in reference to " Bon Juau," a few of the chief 

TESTIMONISS OP AUTHORS, 
beginning with the most courtly, and decorous of newspapers. 



I. THE 

" IF it (s not — (and tmlh compels oh to admit it is not) — th« moat moral production 
in Uh world, bot more in Ite ' Boppo ' stjle, yet is there nothing of the sort whii-h 
firaiulal with her hundred tongneu whiaiiered abroiid, and Malignity jojfully belieteJ 
Bod npeated, contained in it. 'Til simply a tale and r^kit merrit cmrett, flighty, 
wad, extrsTieaal — immoral too, it must be oonfcMed ; bot nn arrowB are le»elled 
at ioDOcept bo»m^ no ncred hmUy peace invaded, and they uiturt bate, indeeit. ■ 
slrange Mlf-coiiKiinianes^ who qui ducoTer Iheir awn piirtnit in any pan ol' it," — 
VWj, 1819.] 



TKSTIMOKIES OF AUTHOBS. 
somplimentAry, oQ this occuloa, wu the sober, mstt«r-Df- 



it ol&pHnf of Lonl 



*' It ifl hAidlj ufe Dr diacrc«t to apfak of ^ Don Joiui,' tbat I 
B.vroa'a moes. It maj be aud, however, that, with all iU liDS. uie DiploomeH and 
flexibility or vbe EDgUah laoEoage were aeier before bo trinmpliaDllj apimved — tbat 
Uie same compaas of talent — 'the gme, the gay, tha gnat, tbe null,' comic tarat, 
liumoar, mstapbjsica, and obserrBtioa — boniidlaa haej iiid ethenal boot;, and 
ciirioiu kaowlfdge, curiooalj applied, haie never been UonJed vith tbe aama Midtjr 
iu anj otibar poem." 

Next comes n faarsher voice, from — probably Lees QitTard, Ghi]^ LLD. 
— at all Kveutv, from that stauDch organ of faif;h Toryism, the " St. Jiunt»'a 
ClirooiclB," uow better koowu to LondoD readers by ita dail^ title of" Th» 
StniKlard." 



"QC iodirset l«sUmony, that the poem ooniea from the pen of Lord Bttod, then it 
enough to enforoe canviutiou. The ume full cunimaad of our Un^oags, the mom 
thoroDgh knowledge of alt tliat is evil iu our n&turs, the condenBed energj of ssntiraeut, 
nnd the Htiikiug boldness of imagerj^aU the cbanLct^riitica b; which *Childo Harold,' 
the ' UiaoDT,' and the 'Conair,' are distJuguLshed — oliine with kindred aplendonr in 
])r>n Joan.' Would we had not to add another point of nwemblauoe. in the atler 
a)>Mnce iif moral feeling, and the hoitilit; to religion which btlnj theouclTs in 
■ImoBt ever; iiasBnge of the new poem 1 Bat 'Don Juan' ia, alat' the in^nt lioentiima 
pntto which has for man; yeiini iasued from the bagliah pr«B." 



1 



Tlie fourth on our Sist is " The New Hmes," which never lived to b* ^ 
dI<1, coiiduotuti by the worthy and learued Sir John Stoddui, LLJt^' 
ultei-w&rda Chief Justice of Malta. 

IT. NEW T1IIE9. 

" The work is clever and pungent, lometiDiea remiadinii na of the earlier and Dm* I 

iiiapired dajr nf the writer, bat chieflj ohuacteriaed b; hit latter atjle of •caUarad 4 

venifieatioD aod aacidenlal poetry. Lord Byron knoitt the additional rigoar Iu l« 1 
(bnnd in drawing from the life : and hii [urtnllnre of the titenry uatnm, who )m, 

like Michael Casiuo, a gnat sritlinieticinji, aome touohea on the fully uf female Mndte^ ^ 

and a lament over the henpecked huibanda who are linked to 'ladjai iDlellaetiMl,' aia 4 
I'livinnaly the results of domealic meolloctiona," 



Lord Burleigh hinuelf never shook liis hcnd more wigely tlinu 

T. THK StiTtSHiS. 

"Thi« is a vary Urge bodi, alTeetiu; many loyrtcries, bat pAaaaaaJag verj 
aaauming nmh angtualit}. though it bath it Dxt. The author ia wrvnc to para 
ucogntrle a flight. It ia too artifioial i it ia too maeh likn tiia eatDrprlw of la . . 
aud bil declinadon, or at any lalc, tbat of bis ba>k. w.ll he as raind, it But mJ 
w the fahled tumble of that iUsljirred loutb." 



TKSTIMORIRS OP AOTHORS. 



2.17 



Wp p™ to "The Literary Gazette," then edited by Willi am Jerdau, 
vbo will be remembered for Iuh seizure of Bi^tlingbatn, the UHMRiD (il 
Perceval, and the eBtabliabment of tbe Brat Weekly Joaraal of Criticiam 
in Euglaod. 



" Th«rc » neither lutlior'a nor pablitlier's Dame to thiB book ; anil the iaigt qqarto 
title-page looka quite pure, with only ueieDteen wonla acattered ofer ita Borfoni : 
peihafs we cannot eaj that there ia equal purity throoghout ; hut there is not much 
if an oppoaiU kind, to offend eren fastidiuna criticiam, or aour morality. Even when 
ve hlame the too unat Unity of the poet, ve cannot hut feel a high admitation of hia 
talent. Par luperior to the libeitino he punta, fancifulnen and gaiety gild his n-orat 
•iTon^ and no hrute force is employed to oTeiihrow innocence. Never waa Engllah 
ftBtcAOfd into more Iniuiiant ataniaa than in ' Don Joan.' Like the dolphin sporting 
IB it» natJTo waTes, at ercty turn, howorer grotesque, displaying a new hue and a 
new beauty, the noble anthor hai ahovn an abeolate control oier his meone ; and at 
ereiy iwlenfe, rhyme, or oooMmction, however whimsical, delighted ua with nave 
and magial a»ociationi. The style and nature of thia poem appear lo us lo be a 
aingalar mixture of borlenque and pnthoe, of hnmorona ubaerration and the htgher 
elemcDla of poetical eompositioa. In rihnhlry and drollery, the author is surpassed 
by many *rit«iB who have had their day and aunk into ohliiioa ; but in highly 
wrought iotcnat, and overwheliuing passion, he is himielf alone." 



I The tiMt weekly jonmaliat to be quoted is Tbomsa Hill, Esq, the 
kganaroiu pab«u of Kirke White and Bobert Bloomfietd, &ad proprietor of 

F TD. THE CHAMPION. 

" 'Don Joan ' ia undoubtedly from the pen of Lord Byron ; and the mystery in the 
publication teems to be nothing but a bookaelle/s trick to excite oorioaity and enhance 
the lala ; hot although the book ia infinitely more immoral than the publicatiana 
■gaioat whinb the prosecutiona of the Bociety fur the Suppreasion of Vice are directed, 
we Gad nothing in it that could be likely to be regarded ta actionable. Somt^ 
while they war against religion, pay homage to morulity ; and others, while they 
rabrait aU morals, cant abnit religion ; Lord Byron displays at once all the force 
and energy of his facnltiee, all the puwera of poetry, and the miesilea of wit and 
ridinile, against whatever is respectable in either. Though, in those paita which 
~'~ ' 'D be critical, the wantonneaa of wit is aometimes more apparent than the 
« of impartial judgment ; and though the politica occadanally aavonr more 
•n iBiiaDii misanlhnlpy, than of that ardent patriotic enthusiasm which cotutiti 
the ehaim of that robject — upon both thtse topics, on the whole, we find mucb m 



k 



AtDODg the Monthly ci 



' ' ' Don Joan ' is a posm, which, if ori^nahty and variety be the surest test i 
teniae has eertunly the highest title to it ; and which, we tbink, would have pusilc 
Aristotle, with all his strength of poetica. lo explain, have animated Longinua wii 
aoma of its passages, havs delighted Aristophanes, and have choked Anacreoli wiL 
joy instead of with a grape. We might almost itnagine that (he ambition badaeiinl (I 
anthor lo please and to displease the world at the same time. He has here eihibitc 
that wondarfnl veraatillty of style and thought, which «iii>euB almoAt inwimpatii'l 
within the scope of a single subject ; and the fiimiliar and ihe sentimental, the iriii 
■Od ihe Bublime, the aarcaatic and the pathetic, the glrmmy an<l the droll, arr u 



Ul TKSTIMONIE OP AUTHORS. 

Umhtd -witb u tnpp; ui art, ind minEled tAgcIhn' iritli ndi ■ pevtr irf nnion. .nt 
netx a diHrimiDUioB of >(;!<, that ■ penml of tlie poeoi iippMn Biore lik* » plimr m 
■nd lodienu dream, than Uic sober f«Iiiig of realitj." 

To vhich add another deoeated nuBcellajij — tb« 



" Lord BfToq'i poflm of ' Daa Joa 
kin power*, ii aTOwwUj licentioai. 
rolea of wnidDCt aeeemaij to the om 
•OtiDecUona. Viiaeinoi allDnoaa to certain practical imcalaritic* are thi>p vkicfa 
h ia to be idppuwd iiuocBiue ia atiOD; eaongh (o Rul ; b«( ib* qoick atlanMioa 
«f pathoa and profuuBia, — of laiUDa and moiing notimeat and inileaait rihaldrr, — 

imn and haUowtd ijinpalkua of Ika bnman biaat, and abaolata je«riag of haniaa 
wUm, and |BBaal nuiekgiT of gitatiou, deMiay, aiid hcarak iuelf— t^ ii a tmx id 
nnloM^ the cffaot of vhioh ia either to uar at lo ditgoit tte laind of the nadar. Md-s 
■hieh catmot Im &irlf chantotoriaad bat h an iaaaU aad ootncaL" ^t 

A. third publictttion which hu pwaed Awaj, waa Dttmed th« ^ 

I. B&insH luoinsB. 

" Bjran, after haTing lohieiu a rapid and gloriooi bme, haa. b]r tie paht>eiti<iD 
sf thia poem, not oolf diagnated ererj vell-regalatad mind, aad attietad all vba 
respected Mm far bia eitraordinar; talvat^ but Iiaa degraded hia permnal cbaiarttr 
lower ereo than bia eneioiea (of iKitm ba baa nan;) oosld faave witbed l« an il 
Ivdnoed. So grttuitoDa, ao nelanuholj, tc daqacsble a proetitatiai of getua*. waa 
tUTer, parhapi. before witaeaaad. We wiih va were tbe poet** next at kin ; it abrald 
|a bud but tbat a writ de hmaliea mpirenda aboiild inn* " 

Another depnrt«') aage was callitd the ^H 



II. 

"Thia ii bj &I the mort offennTe of all Lord Bjroa't performanees, Wc baie 
beie. lor the fiiat lime in the biitorj of anr lilfratnce, a great work, of which Ibe 
w; baaia La infidelity and lieentiiiaaneM, and the mcaa ebtrqai*e ^rnjuntnla afV 
hapan ima^nationa and bhiaphemoui ■neer*. Tbe work caoaut periah i for it lua 
in it, full and oTGrflowing, the elementa of iDtellectnal ngonr, ud baaia vfm it 
tb* Btamp of BBrpauiDg pcver. The poet in, indceil. ' damuid to ererlaatiaf »■(.'" 



IXI. ECLECTIC REVIEW. I 

"We ban had enoagfa of thai with which Lord Bjnjn'i poetr; ia replete— himialt 
n» DMc^ai? prograaa of charaota, a> denloped in bia Uit rtpmUd i>rudo.-tion, haa 
•OadoMad bun ia a poiDt at which it it so longer aafe lo follow him enn in thuuchi, 
te bar we ahoald be bttpiiled of an; portion of tbe deteaUtion due to thia buld 
NlnCB. PiMtr; which it ia imponble not tu read withoat admiraliim, jet wliieh it 
b aqaallr impomible to admira withoat loaing aome degree of aaU-rtaptct, tma b* 
mMj daalt with odIj in one waj, — bj paaiing it oier in ailvuea. 

" He writea like a nun who haa t^ olaar perception of the truth of tUngi whkk I 




■ ^iltjr knovlcflge at good and eti] ; »nd who, bj the light of IhM 
kDowleJge, hu deiiberawlj prtfcrrBl the evil, witli a proud malignitj of puqw*, 
■iuch would ««ni to \eaje little for the last ocnaQiomiiting change to acuoinpliali. 
Vhen be calcnlAtea that the reader ii on the verge of {.itying him, he takes care ro 
throw him back the ilebkHce of langhter. aa if to let him know that all the Poet'* 

■oftneu dT the cODrlesali, wha ttie next moment leiumes llw bad boldnesa of her 
desr*ded ehsneter. Witti sach a man who would wish to Uugh or hi wncp ? And 
fct, who tbM raadi him can re&ain alteruBlel; froui either 1" 



Agun weci 



<r silent oracle, 



Sin. THE BHJTlaa c 



I 
I 



*' A mtin wu oiuiatuiced. In terms to happil; ayntcrioue, to aet the (own on the 
liplM of eipwtatiou. A thoogand low ud portentans murmurs preceded its birth. 
At ano time it wai d«clsrad to be ki iutalenblj (evere, that an alanuitig increxw »b9 
to b* apfnlieDded In the cBtslogue of our national inicidea ; at another, it wai iilstvd 
to be of a eompleiion » bbuphemooa, aa even in thoie daja of libetalit;, to endiuiger 
tlio panonal aeouritj of the bookaeller. After all thia portentous partnrilioii, ou( 
4TM^ ' Don Juan,' — and, doubtlen much to the general diaappointment of the town, 
aa imiDcent of satire at an; other Don in the Spuuih doiuiniani. Of the fbor hundred 
and odd (taniai which the two Canto* eoDtun, not a tittle could, eren in the utmoal 
latitude of interpretation, be dignified bj the name ut poetr;. It baa not wit ennocli 
ta be comic ; it hu not ipirit enongh to be Ijric : cor is it dldai'tiu of anythiug Imi 
ttiiM*lii^ The veraificatioD and morslitj are about npou a par ; aa far, Lhercff-'ri', 
aa we are enabled to giTe it any character at all, we abould pronounce it a narrative 
of degrading debaacbei? in dag^rel rhyme. The style which the n^iMe lord 1mi 
adopted ii tedious and wesrixiiDC to a mnirt imuffenble degree. In the present 
tluck and hcs>y quarto, contsining upwaniH of four bondr^ doggrel staniaii, thiie 
are not a doun plncci that, even in the merrieat mood, could taiee a smile." 

The EJitor criticised hinself more justlj' than he did " Don Juan," and 
acknowledged that in not comprehending Lord Byron's wit lie might 
perhaps "bta very dvll dog ; " Imt a duller dog atill wa.1 the wrilrT of the 
bmous article in the no-otherwise- famoua work (defunct of course), stjleil 
■ The British Heview," or, in the phrase of " Don Juan " — 

ITT. "MT GIU SDH other' 9 BETTEW, THE IlRITISn." 
"niit poem is sold in the shops as the work of Lord Byrun ; but the uauie ul' iii.'ither 
author nor booVscUer is on the titlo-psge : we are, therefore, at liberty to supi^ne it 
Dot tfl b« Lord Byron's composition ; and Ihia sceptidam has something to jiLitify it, 
in the instance which has lately occorred nf the name of that nobleman bavini; be^u 
borrowed for a tale of disgnsting bomr, pnhliihed under the title of ' The Vampire.' 
But the stiongeat argument D^nat the sappoiition of its beiug the performitiiee ut 
Lord Bjron ia thia ; — that it out hardly be possible for an English nobleman, even 
in bis mirth, to send forth lo the public the direct and palpable falsehood contained 
IB the 20Bth and SlOth stanus of the First Canto :— 






■ aboQld grow sUtUali. 




ij gnudmother'a review— Uie Brllip^lt, 



andscime iirtEclc bis crvcblor ; 
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)To nbdemBsnour — not at«a that of •endiiig iolo the waM (Atceat 
p-Mtry, the product of ilDdicius lendaesa sod latwurad iiniiist;— ■[ , 
deleitabls alight M the acci:)>titnee of aprcwnr Lj an «lilor of > lltriev, *■ Uic 
oonditiDD of praiung ao autbur ; uad jet tbe luuHiraUe nuin (for muenhlc he ii, u 
having b mul of which be canool yet rid), who hna preo birth to thU ptctjlent poem, 
hu uot KTupled to 1b; thii to tlie ohuT^'e of (he ' Briiijih Revieir ; ' and llu,!, nut b; 
iDsioutioD, but hu actually itated hinuelf to liaie sent mooef iu a letisr to tk« 
KdiMt of thia Joumal. who acknowledged Che rewipt oftlie ume bjalettorinn'tutii, 
with (haoka. No Peer of the Briluh realm can (urely be capable of so G^nmniuu 
a libebaod, refuted, we tnut. b; the Tery chnractor and epiiit of the journal •» 
dehmed. We are eompelleit, thenfore, to ouecluda tbaC thia poem oannot be Lord 
ByroD'a prwlurtion : and we, of eonrse, expect that Lord Byron will, wiUi all 
guntleisanl; baate, dUcluro a work inipntad to him, couIuiuDg a calnmiij to wbultjr 
the prodnet of nuUignant iuveaLittD. 

'^Ifiomflhody peraunatiag tbe tiditor of ^eBritiah Beriew haareodTed moaey frnm 
l#ird Bjran, or from any other peraoD, by way of bribe lo praiau his ormpostUi ma, tbe 
fraud mieht be traced by the production of tJie letter which the aulhur alBl« biuwdf 
tu have received in rctnro. Surely, then, if the autbor i>f lhi> poem baa any nch 
letUi, he will pri>doca it tor lliie porpuse. But leel it ibould be SBiid that v 
not in poiitive terms denlnl the charge, we do utterly deny that there ie oi 
truth, or tbe eemblanoe of truth, a> fat at regard this Bedew ur ila Kdil 
.uecrUoDB tuadi; in the itaniaa above referred to. We rsally feel a lei 
a« the id« of thia inliuue impntatirm paaiiea through our mind. 

" Wo have henrd Ibattha author of the poem under conaideralion, deigned ■ 
he has aaid in the 35tb atauia ai a sketcb ef bis own characlei :— 



tl Jsai WM an he 



ir, then, he U thii houuunble man. we ihall not call in vain fbi an act of joitica al U 
handa, in deolatiag that he did not mean bia word to be taken, whan, for tbe nli* <f 
jeat. (our readeri will Judge bow far luoh a mode of jeating i* dffenuble, y be rtaM 
with tbe particularity which belong* lo &c(, tbe forgi-rj of a groaniUea Gclias."- 
INo. iviii. IS19.] 

Thia luoat aolemn >vplf of the Editor of the "British B«riew" (ICh 
Roberta) to » most trnDeparent jeat, colled forth from l/>rd Bjron t' 
biiniDrona "Lbttrr to trk Editor or Mr Qrakdiiotbxb'b Rktibw,** 
Tlie next aatiioritj drew frnm the Poet a graver comment, antitUdl 
" llemnrks ii|)nii nn article in iljackwood'a Mai^ariuo." 



"In the eompoaition of thia work, there ia ni 
inleme iafnaion of geninaand vice — I'lwrr 

had eTor before been writlea in the Bngliah, or, tndHd, in any other modenj Ui _ 
Had (he wickedneia been ItM ineitricably mingled with the beantj, aad the p 
and the atnmgth of a moat inimilable and inaompnbeiMbla mnae, oar taak would hrtt J 
been ea^. ' Don Joan ' ia by br the nmt admirable apeeinea of the mixtnn of m 
■trength, gaiety, and aerionaneaa eilant in tbe whole body of BnKUib poeU; : 
author W devoted bia powers to the wont of pnrpoaaa and paaiiiont ; and it iaeni 
hi* <{uill and our eormw, that he baa devoted them entin. 

-The iiioral attain of the whole pncm ia pitched in tbe loweatkey. Love-hoMW 



I 
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patriotism — reli^on, Ke mentioDed onijwto be Koffod at, u if their mle restiog-plnaa 
■tm, or on^ht to bs, in the bu»oni« of foula. It appears, in short, at if lhi« misEtiiblB 
nuut, hiTiog eituuited rvisy ipedee of aemniAl giatifioitjon — btiiDg liniani the cup nf 
BO ereo to the bitterest dFegB^vere resolved to show n> ttuil he ia im longer > hututui 
beiog. eTen in hii fnultin ; but a, cool nuaiueemed Seoil. Itragbiog with t, del«Btiibla 
glee Diet the whole of the bcttar Bud vorat elementB of which humau lifeiswmpoeed^ 
tnatiug wnU-nifh with equal derision the moat pore of virtoei, aud the mcHt odious uf 
Tioa — J«ad alike to the beantrnf the one, and the deformitj of the other — a mere 
bevttaM defpiMT of that frail but noble hiunaoit;, whose type wag never eihibited in 
a ahiipe of mors deplorable dBf(radatian than in his own CDQleoi[>tu<)aBlr diatiuct 
delinnliDD of himgetf. To confem tu his Maker, and weep over iu ifBcret agi iniue, the 
wildest and most fauUstic traDBgreeaiona of heart and miodi is the part of a conscious 
ainner, in whom ain has not become theenle principleof life and action, llat, to la; bare 
to the eve of in:in — and oC aomaa — all the hidden canmlBioDi of a wickeil spirit~asd 
to do all this without one BTmptoni of cunlritlDn, remorse, or hc«ita[iun, with a calm, 
canlen feroeiouaacia of ooDteolsd and satiified depravit;— this wui an liuialt which 
no man of genioi had ever before dared to pat upon hia Creator or hia species. 
Inpiunsly Tailing against his Upd—ioadly and meuuly dialojal %a hiasoTereign and hia 
eeuoUy — and brutally outcaging all the beat feeUngi of female honour, nSection, and 
eeoGilenDe, — how nuall ■ port of chivalry ia tbnt which lemaini b the descendant of 
the BjTons — a gloomy viioi, and a deadly weapon I 

'■ Those who are acquainted (as who ia not t) with the main inoideiils in the private 
Sft of Lord Bymn, and who have not seen this production, will scarcely believe that 
Rulignity should have carried him bo far, as tu make him commence a filthy and 
impJoUB poem, with an elaborate mlire on the character and manneri of bit wife — from 
wboni, even by hia own confesaion, he has been aeparattd only in consequence of his 
own cruel and heartleaa miaconduct. It is in vain for Lord Byron to attempt in any 
way to jmti^ hia own behaviunr in that affair ; and, now that he lias ao openly ami 
an-lacinualy inviled inquiry and reproach, we do not ace any good reason why heshonld 
not be I^nly told so by the general voice of hia countrymen. It would not be an easy 
matlar to persuade any Man, who has any knowledge of the nature of Woman, that a 
female raeh as Laid Byron has himself described bis wife to be, would rashly, or 
hastily, or lightly aeparate herself from the love with Hhich she had unce bern inapin-d 
for taeh a man as be is, or was. Had he not heaped insult npun insult, and scorn 
npou Mnrn — had he not forced the iron of his contempt into her very soul—there is 
no woman of delicacy and virtue, at be admilleii Lady Byron to be, who woaM not 
have hoped all tbinga, and suffered all things, from one, her love of wboni luost have 
bBea inwoven with ao many exalting eletuenli of dslieioni pride, and more Uelicimis 
homiiity. To oflend tho love of auch a woman was wrong — bnt it might be forgiveo ; 
to dnert her was anmanly— but he might have returned, and wiped for ever from bur 
eyes the tears of her desertion ;^-bnt to injure, and Ii) desert, and then to turn luwk 
and wound her widowed privacy with unhalluwed straina of cald-hlonded mockery- 
was hmlally, Gendishly, incipiably mean, Por impurities there might be some 
pta-Dality of pardoD, were they supposed to apriug only from the wreckiesis buoyno^y 
uf young hlood and fiery passions ;~rur impiety there might at least be pity, were it 
viiible that the misery of the impious soul equalled ila darkneas ; — but for ufleoces 
(uch as tbia, which cannot ptmeed cither from tbe madness of sodden impnlne, or the 
bewildered agonies of doubt — but which speak tbe wilful and detenuioed spite of an 
nnreiienUng, uosoftened, smiling, sarcastic, joyous unuer — there can be neither pity 
nor panlon. Our knowledge that it Is committed by one of tbe most powerfnt intellects 
aoT iiland ever has produced, lenda intensity a thousand-fold to the bittemeu of our 
judigiutian. Every high thought that was ever kindled in onr breaala by the mnsa of 
Byron — every pure and lofty feeling that ever responded from within ua to the sweep 
of hia majestic iospirationa— every remembered moment of admiratii>n nnd enlhutiaaiu, 
is up in arms against him. We looli back with a mijtorc of wrath and scorn to llio 
delist with which we suffered ourselves to he filled by one who, all the while h* was 
famishing u* with dsHght. mnal, we cannot doubt it, have been mocking ii« with i 
' mockery- leas cruel only, bccaUBc lest pecnliar, than that with >vhivh hv has now 
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lurued hjm frim the luiUog-tdsM of bii uIBbL aud pollated eiUa, ta pour tha pitiftd 
cbkliM of his eoDttunei; uu tht surreDileted danrtioa of ■ nrgia boiam, uid tfas holj 
hcipes of the mother of hia ohiLcL It is iodoed a ud, ui'l a hamilktiiiK thing to know, 
thiit in ibe ume jatr lien praceoled from tbe sxmBpen two prod uctixu. in all thing* 
*u dillerent, u the Fourth Cuito of 'tiiulde Harold' aail tliia loiUuoma ' Daa 



'^ We haT« mentdoned one. and, all will admiU ^e wont instuin of tlie p 
malignity which fau been ambodjed ii 
quite aure the lofty- minded mid Tirtu< 

by inmlting, irill dose the Tolume which contaioH Umlr owa iignries vitb uo feelion 
■are those of pity for 11 im that ba* inflicted them, and for Ha- whspailakea u lai^j 
in the nme injociea."— {Aug- ISIS.J 



wiU admiU the wont instann 
io many paaaagea of ' IX>n Joa 
IS mm whom Lord Byron has d 



The previoua "Testimonies " reftr to tbe earlier — most of them to tlie 
first two— Cantos uf ■' Dou Juan." We now poiw to critical obaervations 
on the Pueju aa. u whiile, an<l begin with the vholesome ndmouitioti 
aiMt'eiseii to Lon) Byron \ij the late Lord Jeffrey in the seTenty-ftecond J 
utiiiiber of the " EJinburtjh Review : " — M 

ITI, IBVFkET. ^ 

" Lord Byron compUina tnttflrly of the detr.iction by which he has been ■— iled - 
and intimates that his works have been receiTed by the pnbUo with tar icn conlialiCT 
and (sTour than he was entitled to expect We are constrained to saythal Ihiaappoui 
1.1 ns a very eitraordinary mislake. In the whole oourie of onr eiperieuiK, we Cannul 
reoolleet a single author who has had so little reason to complain of his nception — to 
whose genius the public has been so early and so constantly juit^— to whose faults tbey 
haie been so long and au signally indulgent. From the very gist he must hate been 
aware that he oSeuda] the principles and shorkod tbe pr^uidla.'s of the majority, bj 
his seutlmenlB, as much as he delighted tbem by bin talents. Yel there DiTn «u au 
author *o aniiersally and wnrtnly applauded, so gently admoniahed— ao kindly enlnaw^ 
la look more heedfully to his opinions. He took the pnisa, as usual, and ligjeotad lb* 
adrice. As he irew in hme and authority, he aggraTuled all his oflcnMB — elnng nua« 
foudly to all he had been reproached with — anil only look lea<>e of ' Ohildo Harold ' to 
ally himself to ' Don Juan t ' That he has siuoe beeu tnlked of. in public ami in prirale, 
with leas unmingled admiration — that his name is now meutlniod as often for sbusu* 
nil for praise — and that the exaltation with which hui oonntrymen ones hailod the 
greatest of our living poeta, la no* allayed by tbe nmillection of (he tendency of his 
writings — is matter c( notoriety lo all the world ; but matter of (oipri*^ we ahoald 
ini^tgioe, to nobody but Lord Byron hinueU. ■ 

' ' That the base sod tbe bigoted — tlioae whan he baa da^ened bj his ghwy, snitidll 
by his talents, or nortified by bis oeglecl — have takan adiantage of the prenuliM 
disaSeetioD, to rent their puny malice in nlly Diefcaasiaa and tnlgu' •cnirrility, m 
natural and true. But Lord Byron may depend api>D it, that the dioalisbctioo isnol I 
oonfined to them,— and, iuderd, that they would nerec hare had the eounge to assaU 
one so immeasDrably thiur sup><riur, if be bad not at oeee made himself nlaenble liy 
his errors, and aliensted his untural detcudeia by his obstiiute adherenoe lo them. H't 
are not lugiit^ nur rival poets. We have nt^ been detnLOtors fron) Lord Byron's fam^ 
nor the friends of his detractora i and we tell him — &r more in sorrow than in anger — 
that we verily believe the ^reat body of the Bngliah nation— 'Uie reli^ona, the montl, 
niul the candid part of it — coouder the teodeDCy of his writing to be immonl and 
I'jmicions — and look upon his perMvaraoM in that strain of compoBtioB with ngnt 
aud teprebensiua. 

"He ha* no prie*t-llke eant or priest-like rrriltng lu ajipreheud from Da. We 
ilo not chai^ him with beinx either a diifiplc or nii spistle of Kslan ; nor do v^ 
^aaoribe hil peetry as a men uimpound oi blasphcui.} uduUcanily. tte the onliarj, 
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*• nrc l»Lliu«il U' bi'Iievo tlmt he wishei wull to Ihe happiness of naukinil ; sod 
>rt givl U, lesUfy that hia poemi alnuud with KadauioW of gm% digsitj and 
trndirncn. u ■ell u pvaign of lufiuite anbtiiDilT and bwDtj. But their geoeral 
trnduifj we IwIIfvc ti^ he in th« higli'at dfjiree peroidoue ; and we eien think that it 
ia«hieBj k} lusni -if the 6at auii i-hj e^atimenlc Uief conlain, that the; aotuire 
thiu ouM fiUal power of ootrnption. Thie uia; soiuid at fiist, perhaps, like a 
pusdox ■ hot we are miitakoi if we ehall not make it iolelligible enaagh in the end. 

*' We think there are indeceaciu aud imJelioaciea, sedactiTe deBCriptioDn and pro- 
lifBttf repreacDta^oiu, which are extrciaeLy reprehf:nsible ; and alan auiia^iotie epeca- 
Iwiona, aiid. (TToneaiu and uncharilalile aisertioDB, equally indefsOBihle. But if theie 
had (toad alone, aivl if the whole hodj of hia worka had been msjle up of gaudj 
rihaldrr and daihj loepticiiini, the niiechiet we think, would hnre been anich leu 
than it ia. He ii nnt more obiwne, perhapg, than Drjdeo or Prior, uii! other clasaical 
and pardiined wrilers ; nor ii then anj paaeage in the hiitoty eien nf 'Don Joan' ao 
di^nding ti Tom Jonei's affair with Lad; BctUaton. It ii. no doubt, a wralelKd 
^nlogr fur the inde«nciee of a man of gcninn, that e<iiial iodecenoies haTe heeo for- 
pwat to hie predeeeeKts -. but th<^ prenitetit i>S Uuily might have been followed ; and 
*• might have pkweil both the levity and the ToIu)iluuuaneH — the dan);rroui warmth 
of hia romaiitic nlaalione, and the (candal of bii oold'hlooded disai^intion. It might 
bM bar* been ao euj to get over bis dugmatia acepticism — hie hard -h^;i' ted maiimsof 
Biautthnpj — his cold-blooded and eager eipoeitioni of the non-ei<>.t^nee of virtue 
I BDd hoDonr. Even Ihia, however, might have been oompaiatirelj haimless. if it had 
I BOt becD acDompaoied by that which maj look, at fint sight, « a palliation— the 
~ I uf the moat touching pietutw of tendernOB, generositj, and 



"Tka eharg* v» bring sguost Lord Bjtod in short is, that bis writJngi have a 
tadenej to deatrcj all belief in the reklitj of virtue — and to make all Liithnriaaiii 
mod eoBilancy of affcctiou ridiculous ; and that tJiis is eSerted, not tuerel]' by direst 
■"""■*"-* examples, of an imposiug or seducing kind, hnt b; Lhe eouslant eihibiiiou 
al tbt moat pnil]iiQtt« hesrtlesuiesB in the penoni of those wh^ had boen traorirntlj 
npRxaated a* Be«uat«l bj the pnrvst and most eialled emotions— and in the lussons 
tl tbat V«*7 teacher who had been, but a moment before, so beautifullj pathetic in the 
apnasion of the loftiest conceptions. 

" 7%ii is Ihii charge which ae bring igainst Lord Bjroo. We njr that, under eome 
■ltme> miaspprebeiision as to the truth, and the iatj of prodaiming jt, be has 
cuiMd all the powen of his powerftil mind to «anvince his readcn, botb directlj and 
udireetl]'. that all ennobling pursuits, and diiiuterealed virtues, an mere deceits I'r 
QlaBon* — hollow and despicable aoekeriu for the most part, and, at bent, but 
laboriovi follies. Love, patriotism, valour, devotion, eoustancr, smlntiDn^atl are to 
ta Uaghed at, disbelieved in, and desplsud ! — aud nothing is reallj guod, so &r as we 
can gntber, hut * succession of dangers to sUr the bloud, and uf banquets and intrigoes 
In ■oatbe it again ! If this doctrine stood atone with iU examples, it would revolt, 
we believe, more than it wonld soduce i— but the author of it baa the unlucky gift of 
pet«uiating all those sweet and loflj illusions, and that with snuh gntce and force and 
truth to natnre, that It is impoisible not to suppose, for the ^me, that he is among 

Ihe inoniHit after he lias moved and eialled us to the ver; height of oar oinoeption, 
Reomea his mockery at all things seriuos or subhme — and lets n« down at uoee on 
■MH eoane Joke, haid-h«rted sirrssm, or fierce and relentless penouality — as if on 
inrpow Id show — 'Whoe'er was edijied, himtelf was nut' — or to deniuastralc praeti- 
Callf M it were, and by example, how possible it is to have all fine aiid noble fcelioga, 
tr theiT apponnce, for a moment, and yet retain no putiele of nitqievt [at them — or 
tt belief in their intrinnc wortb or permuieDt reality." 

An author well known for hi* " Biographical DirtioD»rv," aiiH atyled 
ignomiiiioualy by Lord Bjron " Old Grobiui," delivMS hU JudgiuvDl u 



^1 foUown;- 



TBSTIMONIKK OP ADTHORS. 



" Lonl Bjron b ths Teiy Comua af poetry, vlio, bj tli« bevllfbioji uria«M oT tOA 
nnmben, umi to turn the whole moral wurM into a herd of maiwtvn. It msat, boa- 
vm, be illoKed that in thii tJe, he hu not utcd ths <rilf part of oaoflaaliog thn 
puiHOD under the ApiKdianee of rirtus ; en the eontnrr, he nuka a fnnk euafanion 
of bii prindplei, and glories in riee with the Dobluihing temeritj of * ninpuii mtjr 
who aokniratcdja no rule bat kiipetite. The miachief of the vork u renilercd doalily 
m> hi the attnctiie gaiety uf thd language, the laxarianw of the imageij, aad llM 
IS dijretuona vitb wbieh tiie irturj a embelUihed and ehequeied." 



An authority better wnrtb hearing is the ingeDioni, but ^cceuUic lU 

psntdoxical, author gf " The Spirit uf the Age : " — 



HAZLITT, 



power ii owing to tb» fiiree nf tl 
bwe€ii that and the flaabj |i« iii|lM ■ 



and feeltnni. 



He hallooa ■ 



" 'Don Juan' haa, indeed, grsit powi 
kdriooi writing, and la the oddity of the 
with which it ia ioterlardrd. From the aublime ta t 
Mep, You luBgh Bud ue larprised that any one aho 
himadf : the droller; ia in the utter diacontinoit; of id 
lord it olmoat the only irrit«r who haa praacitaUd hia tal 
in order to deoecnCo ; takea a plauure in defacing the imsgea <if beaut 
h>Te wrought ; rtod laiae* onr hopeaand our belief in goodneea to heHien. mlj la 
them to the «*rtb Mstin, and break them in piece* the more eSectaall; hma tbe fi 
height Ihey have Uleo. Our enthuium for geniua or vinue ia thna tuned iub _ 
jeat bj the rei? penon who haa kindled it, aud who thai fatallj quencbe* the apaika 
of both. It is not that Lord Brran ia aometimes aerioiu and •ornelimee trifling, BiBie 
timea profligate and aometimes mora), — but when be ia most aeriona and moit sunl 
bo ia ofllj preparing to mortify the uuauapecting mder bj putting a pitiful Itoai apui 



Vfe now introduce a gentler judge, the amiable and hnnuuie Sir Bamiiei 
Ejierton Brydt^B, Bart., a poet as well as a critic on poutrj. 



" 'Don Jnao' ii, no doubt, ler; lieentiona in parte, which imden it 
pnise it verj much ; and lAokea it improper for those who havi! not a o 
jodgtnent, and csnaot ■eparate the objecUonable porta troai the nunrrona h(«D(inil_ 
panagm iotermiied. But nowhere ia the poets mind more elaatic, fne. u 
and hia knowledge of human nature mora aurpriaing. It has all aorta of h 
of which oannut be defended, and some of which are disgnsUng : but il 

Lord Byron ever wrote ; there ia amaiiog knowledge of hnmaa natan ia it ; then f 
exqniaile bumoar i there is ftiedom. and bound, and TigDOr iif a 
•BDtimeDt, and atyle^ which are admirable ; there ia a >aat fertilitj of deep, •) 
and origiual thought, and, at the aame time, there b the profunon of a imimpt H 
moat richly-alored memorj. The InTentloo is liTelj and poetiotl ; tbe daacriptf 
an brilliant and glowing, yet, not OTerwronght, but fnab from nature, and £iiit' 
to her evlonn ; and the prenilent charactrruf tbe whole (baling too man; dark ii 
Mt diapiiiting, though gloom; ; not miaantbropie, ttongb bitter : and not repa' 
U the riuon* of peetiail enthnsiaam, tliougb indignant awl reaentfOl. 1 know 
how to wUh be bad nerer written this poem, in apite of all ite fkiilta and Intelmla 
misebiofi There are porta of it whieh are among the moat biillianl nmaAM 
genius ; and. what ia even better, there are |«rU vhicb UiTuW a hbuM 01 tifbt ( 
tht kaowI«lj;e ol human life." 



TKSTIMONIKS OP ADTUORS, 266 

OttT next paragraph is from " Reiuarka cm tlie Teiideneies of ' Don 
Jiwo,'" (1822,) bjllie author of "Laoou ; or. Manj Tiling's in Few Words," 
wickedly misoalletl bj Lord Byron, "Few Thingii iu Mauy Words." 



XX. BET. CALEB COLTOX. 






f BfTOD bu mixed her poison with the buul of ui adept ; 



a gohlet of orjital and of gt. 



will pl«ii 



tb. 1 






>nHiuH the; 
nesB thoy nuijf 
Juki' t^. be a 



I 



« throogh 
bow mDcli treuon tbe; maj tsllc without being huigeil, poets 
maj vrit« iritliiHit being neglected, and libertines haw muob licenticiui 
Tenton upoD vithout being i'lecrated and dei pieed. We oaneider ' Doi 
bold eipeiiaicnt, mode by a daring and delermined hand, on the moral patien« ol ( 
pablic lb is mtat melancholy to reSect that a man of Lord B.vroa'ii stupendous powi 
should lend himself to auch uovoithy purposes as these ; led thereto b; the grovelli 
(tatificatiao of dauliug tbe foul, or enoouraging the koare ; of gapporting the weaki 
aopluat>7 by the strongest genius, and the darkest wickedness by the brightest vr 
He appllea. alas I tbe beanjs of his mighty mind, not to comfort, but to ceosure i 
and. like Kero. gives us nothing but a tittle harmany to cocaole ujt for ihe eonOagrati 
he baa caused. 1 shall sum up my opiuioa of 'Doa Jnan' in the words of Sealiger 
a poem of Cardinal Bsmbus -.—^ Hoe po^ma vocarepotsig avi o6K{EnU9iimtiH deyu 
Han, mil tUiftinliuitai 



The B«v. Johu Styles, D.D., whom Bidne; Smith tenned " a ully and 
■acred geotletuan," and who was ceitaiutj a verj dall and pomjiona 
preacher, publiahed a aeriuou, which was aolJ by hia pew-upeuern, ontitlud 
"Lord Bjron'a Works, viewed in conueiiou with Chrisliauity and tho 
Obligations of Social Life." Thus declaims tho Doctor with stupifving 
■talelineia : — 

XXI. OTTUte. 

"Be anand, my hrcthreu, it is with sorrowful reluctanoe I feel myself called upon 
to deauuDca the greatest geuioa of tho age as the greatest euemy of bis ipeeics. Tlie 
patM iaune in which the author has put furth ail Ihe energj' of his wonderful bculUen; 
Mr has he written anything more decisively and triumphantly expreasiTe uf tbe great- 
Mat of bis Keains. It is at once the glory and disgrace of our literaCur? ; and will 
lenMia to all agea a perpetnal mouumeoi uf the exnlt^ geniiu and deprared heart of 
the writer. It is deroMd to the worst of purposes and passions ; and flows on in one 
WBtinaal stream uf pollution. Its great design seisms to be, lo shame the good out of 
Ibor TirtucB, aucl lo iuspire the wicked with tbe pride of depnirity. If. (bra moment, 
'* ' s to foiget himself, and lo sutler his mus? lo breathe of parity and 

inch of humanity, a faint gluam of itooduess, awaken our aympathy, 

I upon us with a sneer of ovniempt. or hiughs uur seoBiliiliiy to scorn, 
thniogljout, we discover the heartless despiser of human nature]^ a 

Jissd being, who. having ediaustod every species of seusoal gratificaliun. 
■Dd diuned the cup of sin to its bitterest dregs, ta rcBolved Iu show that be is no 
loBger human, evea in his frailties, but a cool, anoonoenjed Bend, treating, well-nieh 
wii^ sqoal dsrision. the most pure of virtues and the to^Kt uliuns of vices, deail alike 
to the beauty of the one and the deformity of lbs other ; yut posMSsing a restleas 
([drit of seductiuD, — debauug the nobler part uf man, that he may more surely bring 
into aetiaa hii baser appetites and passions. To accomplish tbis, he has lavidied all 
tbe wiles of his wit, all the enebantments of bis genins. In crery jiage tbe poet is a 
libeitinc ; aud the must unexceptiunniile luuKigea are iaildcwe-1 with impurity. Thr 



TESTIMOSIBs jF AUTHOBa 



n foat of Uic lihidinn 



1 iriib Uiftl the itfle of tliii dlMeaiM oenld be U 



TliG " Letterof C&to to Lord Bfron " &ttract«cl cocsiilerahle not 
*aa ascribed, we believe erroneouiil;, to the Rev. George Crulj. 

iiir. ciTo. 



" Wiiaterer jonr principles, no pige of uj of jaai vritii^ lua eaiitfib«l*d to 
■ecuritT OF llu idonimeal of nrtne. Hftre jou not oSotukd tgtiuA demncjr I 
repDdut«d ihune I HaTe }oa not reprewDted slmoat emj tronuui v a huMt 
Baw yoor tune will ituid witti poaleritj, it wauM be idle to ipecuUle upnn. It ■ 
■ot improbable that umetluiig Uke the doubt vbich err«»d tiie miud uf the waalfs 
vhnher tbey ahotdd prouonnce tbdr dewased eioperiir ■ tjrani or ■ god irill perplai 
the judgmeut of sucoMding generMionii u to the credit ud duncla.T of jonr po^ij. 
The]) will haidlj know if thef «h>Jl delfj or detccnte a gen'iu ao nujistic^ degrading 
haelf by aubjecti and Mntimento » repnleiTe. Ha who bnitaltiea ereij (eeliiig that 
pTBi dtgiut; to aociaj, ereij principte that imparti comfort lo domeatic, Iif»— lie who 
lepmeota all chaatitj aa vinoiiarj, and all lirtne aa Tile, ia not eatitled to be eea- 
sidered m a man— he ia a living lilerai-)/ moniter." 



i 



Aftrr much diligeDce we liare failed to HIbc 
■liter wUo affixed to his criticisni thu initiala W, 

XIIII. w, c . 



r the full tume of a 



' Don Joan,' tbe last of Lnni BTroa'a prodnctiDU, that be *ill owa Ut 
It ia hia only work whicli tneali b; it* allaremrot and d«%bt; bjr tta 
power of attracting and detainiag attcntino, The wiJd and danng wlljei of nntinwnt 
with which it abounds, the irregoJar and eowntric Tiolence sf wit whidi perrada rmy 
canto, eidteat onoa Mtoniahment and entbaiiaim. Indeed, if *e einpt the biiIhii 
tatirea of Jureoal, tliere ia nothing in antiqnitj ao bitter nr dnsigire, aa the liitoa 
eaaloi of ' Don Jnao.' The Rnmao aatiiiat eihibita a miiture of dignitjr and aivnwn, 
of hatred and ioTectiTe ; the Bngliifa cenaor displaja a contempt uf tbe rariana r«Ia(W.i« 
of focietf, uf the hjpocriaiea, the tomoJIa, an'l the ai^latino* of life. JatantI 
diadaiiu to wield the feeble weapon of ridicule — Bjron detighta to mil ivrimuaiM witk 
merrimetit, and thonghta purely jocular with aentimenla uf eiaapentivu and rwrna^ek 
JoTenal ia nercr pathetic — lijron, when he arriTOi at thie speeiu of cii«]r -~ 
deatroyi <ta elTect by efltisiou of rldienU or inBGodbility. Both poela. bna 
tihibit the nme ebnllitinns of reaentmeDt againat tbe miaeraUe Tietinu vhidh i 
Horilice ti) their fury — the aame eeuro for mankind — and tbe nme rehanafiA* SlM 
dapictjog their Crimea, paanoDa, and fulliea. Both attack eiiiting rillanj, alrika d 
eomiptioa and profligaej, and trainpte upon the turpitude and IjaMnna <if * ' * "' 
Both are graTO, intrepid, and impUcalde. If at any time lliry rvlai the at 
Ibeir manner, tliey neier firget theiuaelTea. They auoietiiufw •ii>1l>i. ii>ii<af, but Vk 
■mile ie mure terrible than their &uwn : it ia neTer eidted bat when iLeir in " 
ia Rungled with oonlempt." 



e gtiet; of "A Letter to Lord Byron, by John BuH," 
Lonilon, 18S1, was thought by the poet bimielf tu be extremely ele*er, 
am) he wu curiou* to learu the name of the author wlviia he ■uapeel*] 
to be one of hi* intiniate friend*. 




' Don Jdui * u Dul of sll sigbt tbe best of jroar worlu : it is by fnr tha 
not apirited, tfae moat itnughtfnrwiird, the rnost uitensting, uid the must [Kietiivl ; 
mm] ttc ijbu dj think* u I do or it, lilhougli the; have not the heart to «y bo. Old 
eiObrd'a bmw relued u he glonted ot-or it ; Mr. Croliet chnckled ; Dr. WhiUker 
nnirked ; Mr, Milman lighed ; Ur, Coleridge Iwk it to hia bed vilh him. 

" I think the great ehanu of Its Btf h) ■% that it is not much like the ityle of anj 
Mher poem id the world. It is nttir humbug to CMj, tiut it is boirowal from the 
atjle of the ItBlian «eac«s of mnr; nllava rima ; thrir merrimeDt ia nothing, 
Ihxiiik thcj haTB nothing but their meTTiment; iroara is eTerrthing. becaoae it ii 
deUshtfullj intermingled with, and contraitcd by, all manner of perious things — 
mnrdcr and lust incladed. It is alv* mere humbug In a^ense you of haring plagiarised 
it ^m Hr. Prere's pretty and gracniful littlo Whistleerafta. The measure, to be inre, 
it thr nme ; but then the measure ia aa old at the hills. But the spirit of the tvD 
)iDvlA is s« different as can be. Vlr. Prero vrites elegantly, playfully, >ery like a 
gentloman, and a schoLu*, and a reapoctable man ; and his poema never sold, nor ever 
■ill aelL Tour ' Don Juan,' again, is writtan strongly, lasdTiously, fieroely, 
langhinglj,— eTer^iudj sees in a moment that nobody could have written it but a man 
tl £e first order, both in geniaa and in disupation— a real master of all hia loals^ 
a proHigale, prmidaoa, irresiatible, cbarming deril ;— and accordingly the Don sella, 
and will sell, to the end of time, whether our good friend, Mr. Johri Hurray, houonr 
it with hia imprimatur, oi dnth Dot so hunuur it. I will meutioD s book, however. 
boat which I do think you have taken a great many hinta ; nay. a great many pretty 
till) aketchea, for your Juan. It ia oue wbica (with a few more) one never Been men- 
tjoned in reviewi, because it iaa book written on the aDtJ-hambug principle. It ia — 
you know it exceedingly well — it i> no other than ' Paublaa,' a book which ooDt^oa aa 
much good fun as Git Blaa, or MaU^re ; aa much good Insdous descriptjaii aa the 
Beloiae ; as much fani7 and imninnation aa all the conudiea in the Bagltah langoage 
put logether, and lom humbug thou any one givea romance that bu been wnttcu ainoi 
Don (juiiat«~a buok whic-h ia to be found on the tables of rou^, and in the desks of 
divinea, and onder tbi? |nllo«s of spinsters — a book, lu a word, which is read imi- 
vcraally — I wish I i?>Dld add — in the original. 

" But all thia has nothing to do with tlie cbarmlug style of ' Don Jnan.' which ia 
ratuElj and inimitibly your own — tlie sweet, fiery, ra|ud, easy — beautifully easy — 
anti-humbug style of ' Don Juan.' Ten atonos of it are worth all yonr ' Hanfre<l ' — 
ao'l ynt your ' Manfred' ia a noble poem, too, in ita way. I bad really on Jdw, what 
a very clever fellow yon ««% till I read ' Don Juao.' In my humble o[»nion, there in 
rtiy little in the literature of the preaeot day that will ?tand the teatorhalf a century, 
noopt the Seot.K novels of Sir Waller Smtt, and ' Don Juoji.' They wUl do m 
I eeanae they arc written with perfect GtcUity and nature— becauae their materials are 
all drawn from life." 

Coming once more to roen with names, we present ttie juJ){m>'nts <if the 
liioj^phers of BjTun, beginning with this extract from v, Lite by the 
BCrvelist — 

X.XT, 6ALT. 

"Strong otqectiona have been made to the moral tendency of ' Don Juan : ' but. in 
Uie opinion of many, it ia L^rd Byron'a nissterpieee ; and undoubtedly it diaplaya all 
the rarieties ol his powers, combined with a qmuot pUyfalness not found to an equal 
df|m Id any other ol his works. The serinua and pathetic portiona are eiquiaitely 
liMtifnl ; Ibe dcaeriptianB hare all the djstinctneas of the best piclnna in ' Ohilde 




3«8 TSnilOXIES OF ADTHOBS. 

HuoU,' md an, Bunonr, gracnil; dnwa (nm oMon ; *hili 
most fmrt cBruiDilT laodMed wmI apaiUis^j aitQ. Tlie ekanrlcn vc ikab 
■wixh ■nming GmuHv ud (rR>laa ; ■»!, tboo^ mnctuaa gretoiiBe, ai 
oftes oteidiusHL b IB jmtcatdlT ui e|iic paem, but il iut l« 

dcBcHbed ■■ A fKctoJ HfveL Kqr ^u it be aaiA to iDcnkatr ksj ivrUrvkr w , 

or to do aaote tfaui muiuBtle tfac dHonUB of locHtT. Bokl uid linoiui thrnafhaal. 
it aldbiu « fnt u it mni t k>o«lalBe of the wiirhl, Ungbing w hukU^ m tb* 
tbcngbt atmi, m tbe bmM B>eipeeMd aMitbeaea to tbc propnties of Ijr. |lin. 
and euconHlatin. Tbc abject of tlu poem i* to deacnbe Oir lavgroa of « Sbntin* 
tbrongb life ; DOi an nnprincipkd pndigal, vbuae [Tnffiearf. grewiBg witb U* grevtli 
and nnngtbesiiig vith bia atno^h, paan tnm T^ptaoai mdolnoaa ibIb Ibi 
Boriiid awianalitj of ifneiBatic delaoebCTy ; hat a joaii( geetleinaB irlia, wfaitlW H 
tbe tigmr and TiTHitj- of hia animal apirila into a world <^ adTentima, in wUeh li» 
itan an chieflj in bolt lor hia fiaimu, aetllei at last into an luHunmbic UvpTer. ■ 
moral ipeakfr on diiorae biQa, and {wkU; a nibacriber to the Sueietf for tbe 
Sappresun of Vice." 



From " Lord Bjtod and some of h\t ContemponLrieti," we 
nngeoeroiu teatlraoDj of the poel's gueat and debtor Leigh Hui 



iiri. LEiaH I 



" nil bero in ' Don Joaa ' «ai a pctora of the better part of hii on inlarT-. 
Wben tbe author apeaki in hii own penoa, be i* eadearDoriDe to bnllj binuetr int • i 
aatubction intb tbe vone, and oonrting tlie culogica of tbe 'kanrin^.' tl.i 
Jealoiuf of WoTiliiToctb and otben utio irere not town jiwU naa not luin ovditaUl 

to hin. He preleoded to IliiDk wane cf thun Ibau be did." 



After depicting the mode of life pursued bj Lord Bjron at Vcaio^' 
1817-18, thua procecda Lii principal biogntpber — 

xxTn. aooBK. 

" It vai M thii Ume, aa the featnna of the progni; itaelf wnntd but too pUalr 
iadkat*. that Lord Bjrron eaendTed aud wrole part of bit poem of ' IXio Joan ; ' — aorf 
lunn did pagea laore faithfully, and in manj RopedU lamoilaliljr. roBeet etery TariMjr 
of fteliag, aod vhim, and painon that, like the rack of anUunn, nept iciwa Ik 
anthor'a miiid in vriliog them. The <»al «lire»dne» of age, with the liTaoilj and 
glowing temperalneiil (^ jouth. — tbe wit of * Vollwrc, with tbe amribililj of ■ 
KiniHeao, -the minale practiait knowlidge of a loan of sucietj, witb the ahitnietM * 
aalfHwateinplatiTe a|Hrit of the poet, — a eoaceptibilitj of all that ia grandest avd ■ 
aOedinf iu hnraan Tirtue. aith a deep, withering eiperiCDce of all that ia mint ft 
to it, - tbe two eitrenies, in abort, of mao'a mixed and incoosiilcol nalnr*, ■ 
nuiklj nuelling of earth, nuv breathing of beano. — Bucli wa> the itmage aaau ' ' 
or ^:I>t^U7 eleinenla, all meeting together in the taaie mind. aaJ all bniugkl In 
Id luru, ujiuu the name taik, from wbich alone could baiv ■prung ihu eaUairdha 
pucm— the iiiuat puwerful and, in mao; recpecla, painful iliipU| of the Tcnar "~ 
gwiiu llial boa erer been left for anootediag agM to wonder at and deplore." 

an EHinbnrgh newspaper on reMivingtbc O 
e have " Don Juku " touohed on by 



3 

11,1 

U* 

1 



Xivm. WALTBK BCOIT. 



TETIHOSIKS OP ADTHOEa Bfl!* 

BjSBniltd erety Hi^iig on the ditine birp, TrDm lis uligfatnt to itn mart pownrful uid 

Bfcml ■■Iiiiiiii1iii|i toDM. There IB icaice « piuainn ot s BituatioD wliioh bu escaped 

mjku pen : anil be might be drewn, like GArrick. between the weeping and the langliing 

WHuB, kltbnagh hit mwt powerful efforts bare ortainlj been deToted to Melpomene. 

I^Uii fcniiu (Mmed >■ pralifie u TBiiouiu The most priidigal u.<ie did not cibauBt his 

poven. n*j seemed rniber to inereaoa their ligaur. Neither 'Childe Hirold,' nor tnj 

of the nj«t benntiful of Bfron's eoriier Uleii, ntntain more exquisite morKls iif poetry 

than are to be found scattered ihroagh the cautoi of 'I>iiD Joan.' amidat nnet wbicb 

tlie author appears to bare thrown off with an iiffott u iipi»itHD(ioas aa that of a tree 

' ig it! leaies to the wind." 

1 little journal conducted by Ooethe, and entitled '■ Knurt uuil 
lAlt)iertliuni,''i.e.'' Art ftod Aniiqultj," (Part III. IttSl), there sppeared 
I ft trattalBtioii into Gemian of part of the Srst canto of " Uoii Jmiu," with 
e remarka bj the distiugauilied Editor. 



" ' Dot) Juan' ii a thoroughl; genial work — miitanthropieal to the bitleren 

nTat.cDea, tender to the in<«t exiuinte delieBl^]^ of sweet feelings ; and when we once 

qndentand and appreciate the aulbur, and make up our minds not fretfully uid vainly 

to wish him other than be ie, it ia iiupoesihls not to enjoy what he i^biioBes to pour 

«at before ni with such nnbonuded auiiacitj — with nii^b utter recklevgnesa. The 

I leehnieaJ executioa of the Tene is in every respect answerable to the strange, wild 

I topUdly cf the canoeption an'l plan : the poetnn more thinksofpoliabinfi his phrase, 

I Ikut he does of flattering bis kiod ; and jel when we eiami'ie the pieoe more nar- 

lowly. wv feel that Elnglish poeltj i> in poseesuon of what ilit lierman has never 

iUained, a olanially elegant coinie style. If 1 am blamed for recommending this 

««k fer tranilatioD — for throwing out hints which may serve to Introduce eo immoral 

1 peribtuaiiee amoog a quiet and ancarmpled nation — I aaiwer. that I really do no 

fereave any Ukalihood of onr virtue's sustaining serious durDOge in this way : Toeta 

■ad Somaoeen, bad ss (hey may be, have not yet learned tu lie more peraiciooa than 

<lie daily oewipapva whigh lie on every table." 



With the judgment of Scott and Goethe we conclude theae prolcgumeiia, 
aiid irill interpose no lesser authority between them and the oiil}' genius 
•f their generattOD who could riink with them in powtr. 



DON JUAN. 



CANTO THE FIRST.* 



** B«Hnm at Vanioe Sapuwbw •; tnUhmd Mot. 1, U18.*'— a 



FEAGMENT. 

On the back of the Poe^i MS. of Canto /. 



I woTiT^D to heaven that I were so much clay. 
As I am blood, bone, marrow, passion, feeling- 

Because at least the past were passM away — 
And for the future — (but I write this reeling, 

Having got drunk exceedingly to-day. 
So that I seem to stand upon the ceiling) 

I say — the future is a serious matter — 

And so— for God's sake — hock and soda-water I 



DEDICATION. 



Bod Southey ! You're a poet — Poet-laureate, 

And representative of all tLe race; 
Altliougli 'tis true that you turn'd out a Tory at 

Last, — jours has lately been a common case j 
And now, my Epic E«negade I wliat are ye at ? 

With all the Lakers, in and out of place? 
A nest of tuneful persona, to my eye 
Like " four and twenty Blackbirds in a pye ; 



" Wliich pye being open'd tlisy began to sing" 
(This old song and new simile holds good), 

" A dainty dish to set before the King," 
Or Regent, who admires such kind of food ; — 

And Coleridge, too, has lately taken wing. 
But like n hawk encumbcr'd with his hood,— 

Explaining metaphysics to the nation — 

I wish ho would explain his Explanation,' 



You, Bob ! are rather insolent, you know. 
At being disappointed in your wish 

To supersede all warblers here below. 
And be ihe oidy Blackbird in the dish ; 

And then you overstrain yourself, or so. 
And tumble downward like the flying fish 

Gasping on deck, because you soar too high, Bob, 

And fall, fur lack of tnolslure quite a-dry, Bob I 



And Wordswortli, in a rather long " Excursion " 
(I think the quaxto holds five hundred pages), 

Has given a sample from the vasty version 
Of his new system to perplex the sages; 

Tis poetry — at least by his assertion. 

And may appear so when the dog-star rages — 

And he who understands it would be able 

To add a story to the Tower of Babel. 



You — Gentlemen ! by dint of long seclusion 
From better company, have kept yonr own 

At Keswick,' and, through still continued fusion 
Of one another's minds, at last have grown 

To deem as a most logical conclusion, 
That Poesy has wreaths for you aloue : 

There is a narrowness in such a notion. 

Which makes me wish vou'd change your lakes for ocean. 



I would not imitate the petty thought, 
Nor coin my self-love to so base a vice, 

For ail the glory your conTersioii brought, 

Since gold alone should not have been its price. 

Tou have jour salary : wos't for that you wrought 
And Wordsworth has his place in llie Excise ? ' 

You're shahhy fellows — true — but poeta still. 

And duly seated on the immortal hiU. 



Your bays may hide the baldness of yonr brow» — 
Perhaps some virtuous blushes ;— let tbem B<^— 

To you I envy neither fruit nor boughs — 
And for the fame you would enifross below, 

The Seld is universal, and allows 

Scope to all sucb as feel tlie Inherent glow : 

Scott, Rogers, Campbell, Moore, and Crabbe, will try 

'Gainst you tbe question with posterity. 



For me, who, wandering witli pedestrian Muse?, 
Contend not with you on the winged steed, 

1 wisii your fate may yield je, when she chooses. 
The fame jou envy, and tlie skill you need ; 

And recollect a poet nothing loses 

In giving to bis brethren their full oieed 

Of merit, and complaint of present daya 

la not the certain path to future praise. 



I 



He that reserves his laurels for posterity 

(Who does not often claim the bright reversioiil 

Has generally no great crop to spare it, he 
Being only injured by Us own assertion; 

And although here and there some glorious rarity 
Arise like Titan from the sea's immersion. 

The major part of such appellants go 

To — God knows where — for no one else can know. 



If, fallen in evil days on evil tongues, 
Milton appeal'd to the Avenger, Time, 

If Time, tlie Avenger, execrates his wrongs, 

And makes the word " Miltoiiic " mean " »uhlime," 

He deigii'd not to belie liis soul in songs. 
Nor turn hia very talent to a crime ; 

He did not loathe the Sire to laud the Son, 

But closed the tyrant-hater he begun. 



Think'st thou, could he— the blind Old Man— arise. 
Like Samuel from the grave, to freeze once more 

The blood of monarchs with his proplieeies, 
Or be alive again— again all hoar 

With time and trials, and those helpii-^s uje^. 
And heartless daughters — worn— and pale' — and poor; 

Would Ae adore a sulian ? he obey 

The intellectual eunuch Castlereagh ?' 



DEDICATION. 



Cold-blooded, smootli- faced, placid iniscreant I 
Dabbling ita sleek young bands in Erin's gore. 

And thus for wider camage taugiit to pant, 
Trausferr'd to gorge upon a sister shore, 

The vulgarest tool that Tyranny could want, 
With just enougli of talent, and no more. 

To lengthen fetters by another fix'd, 

And o^er poison long already mix'd. 



An orator of such set trash of phrase 

Ineffably — legitimately vile. 
That even Its grossest flatterers dare not praise. 

Nor foes — all nations — condescend to smile; 
Not even a sprightly blunder's spark con blaze 

From that Iiion grindstone's ceaseless toil. 
That turns and turns to give the world a notion 
Of endless torments and perpetual motion. 



A bungler oven in its disgusting trade, 
A botching, patching, leaving still behind 

Something of which its masters are afraid. 

States to be curb'd, and thoughU to be confinedf 

Conspiracy or Congress to be made — 
Cobbliug at manacles for all mankind — 

A tinkering slave-maker, who mends old chains, 

With God and man's abhorrence for its gaina. 



If we may judge of matter by the mind, 

Emasculated to the marrow It 
Hath but two objects, how to serve, and bind. 

Deeming the chain it wears even men may tt^ 
Eutropius of \ia many masters,* — blind 

To worlli as freedom, wisdom as to wit. 
Fearless — because no feeling dwells in ice, 
Its very courage i^tiigiiHtes to a vice. 
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XVI. 

Where shall I turn me not to view its bonds, 

For I will never ^tf^ them ; — Italy I 
Thy late reviving Roman soul desponds 

Beneath the lie this State-thing breathed o'er thee— ^ 
Thy clanking chain, and Erin's yet green wounds. 

Have voices — ^tongues to cry aloud for me. 
Europe has slaves, allies, kings, armies still, 
And Southey lives to sing tliem very ill. 

xvu. 

Meantime, Sir Laureate, I proceed to dedicate. 

In honest simple verse, this song to you. 
And, if in flattering strains I do not predicate, 

Tis that I still retain my ''buff and blue; 
My politics as yet are all to educate : 

Apostaqr's so fashionable, too. 
To keep one creed's a task grown quite Herculean ; 
Is it not so, my Tory, Ultra-JulianP* 



Ywnaa, Sqptember 1% 1818. 



ffr 




' [Mr. Sooth*J il the only pi. 
Wordnvortb, nbo liTed at oue tii 
near Atnbleiide.] 

' Wardsworth'a place mty be in the Ctutoma — it is, I think, in thM or the Bidw 
— beiida another at Lnid LnaBdale'a table, where thii poetic&l chirlstaa and political 
par&rite lioke np the erunihii with a hanleUDd akcritj : the cDn<e[t<td Jaoubin faa>iD| 
long ■aheided into the olovaiah sjcopbant of the vont pr^ndicea of the arinociacj. 

* " Fale, but Dut eadareroua :" — Milton'i two elder danghten are wd to bare 
robbed him oS hia bouka, beaideii cheating and plagning him iu the tcoomaj of hii 
boDH, kc. ke. Uii feeling! dd a-ieh an oatnige, both lU a pannt and a nhoUr, iniut 
haTo been lingnlEirl; painFul. Ha;'le} comparea him to Lear. Beg part tfaini, U/a el 
Milton, bj W. Hajlej (or Hailef, as epolt in the editioD befoiv nia). 

' Or,— 

" Voald hf BiibBide into a hacknej Laureate — 
A acribbliap, aelf-sold, aDal-hiroi, Bcom'd Iwariot ■' 
I doabt if "lAnrenle" and "lacariot" be good rbjmea, bat mi 
Jonaoii did to SjlTeater, who challeoged Mm to rhjrme with — 
"I, John SjlTester, 
Laj with roar aietOT." 

Jonaon aaawsred — "I, Ben Jon»OD, laj with joor wife." Sjlvwler aniwertd,— 1 
" Thftt i« not rhyme." — "No," aaid Ben Jonaon ; 

* Par the cbameter of Eutropiu, the ennncb and minialer at the ODurt of Artadia^ I 
aee Qibbon. f " Bntropioa, one of the principal ennuohi of the pidaee of OonaMa- 1 
tinoplc^ lueceeded the haoghtj minialer whue rain he had accompligbed, aad wbtM I 
neea he aoon imiutsd. He waa the Bnt of hia artificial act who dated to aaram* th» J 
characUr of a Roman mi^atrale and geneml, BomctimM. In the pnaenn of tMa 
bluahing Hcate, he amndcd the tiitnine to pronoanee jndgioent, or to rqieat eUb^-S 
rate hatangun ; and Hmetimea appeared on honebaok, at tlia bead of hia troopa, Ikfl 
the drees and armour of a hero. The diaregard of enatom and Ataaej alwara betraiKM 
a weak and ill-regolated mind : nor deea Eutn>i>iut acem to ba*e cooipenBatcd Sir tLt | 
follj of the deaign bj anj anperior merit or abilitj in the exeeotion. Hia awkwanl 
ud onaneeeaaful attempta provoked the aeeret contempt of tlie ai-eelaton : the Uutha 
expreand a viah that nuA a general might alwa; i command the anniei of Borne, and 
the name of tbs miai*ter wan branded with riiUeole, more pemidoiu, pe r h a p a, thas 
hatred to a publio oharaot«r." — Qibbuv,] 

' (Ur. Pox and the Wbig Club uf bii time adopted an omJorm nf bine and bull ; 
benoe the ooreringa of the Bdinborgh Review.] 

■ I altnde not to onr friend Landor'a bens Oit trutor (Xmai Joliao, bat la flibboa'a 
lieni, nilgarl; jolept "The Apoiitata." 



^^L DON ■ 


^^^^H CANTO THE FIBST. ^M 

^H I WANT B hero : oil uiicutamuii waut, ^^H 
^H When every year and month sends forth a new one, ^^H 
^1 Till, after cloying the gazettes with caat, ^^M 
^H The age discovers he is not the true one : ^^H 
^M Of such as these I should not care to vaunt, ^H 
^1 I'll therefore take our ancient friend Don Juaii — ^^M 
^H We all have seen Itim, in the pantomime, ^^| 
^M Sent to the devil soinewhat ere his time.' ^H 

^1 Vernon,' the butcher Cumberland,' ^Volfe,' Hawke,' ^H 
^1 Prince Ferdinand,* Granby,' Burgoyne,* Keppel,* Howe, ^^M 
^M Evil and good, liave had the'ir tithe of talk. ^H 
^1 And fiU'd their sign-posts then, like Wellesli-y now ; ^^M 
^M Each in their tnrn like Banqno's monarchs stalk, ^H 
^H Followers of fame, " nine farrow " of that sow : ^^M 
^H France, too, had Buonaparte," and Samoutiur ^^H 
^H Beconlrii in tiie Monitenr :nid Courier. ^^H 





Baraave," Brissot," Condorcet," Mirabeau," 

Potion," ^ootz," DnntoD," Marat," Ln Fayette," 

Were French, and famous people, as we know ; 
And there were others, scarce forgotten jet, 

Joubejt," Hoche," Marceau,* Lannes," JJesaix," Morcso,' 
With many of the military set, 

Exceedingly remarkable at times. 

But not at aU adapted to my rhymes. 



Nelson was once Britannia's god of war. 

And still should be so, but the tide b turo'd ; 

There's no more to be said of Trafalgar, 
'Tis with our hero quietly inuni'd ; 

Because the army's grown more popular. 
At which the naval people are concem'd; 

Besides, the prince is all for the land-service, 

forgetting Duncan, Nelson, Howe, and Jervis. 



Brave men were living before Agamemnon ' 
And since, exceeding valorous and sage, 

A good deal like him too, though quite the same none; 
But then they shone not on the poet's page. 

And so have been forgotten :— I condemn none. 
Hut can't find any in the present age 

Tit for my poem {that is, for my new one) ; 

So, as I saidj I'll take my friend Don Juan. 



Most epic poets plunge "in medias res" 

(Horace makes this the heroic turnpike-road), * 

And then your hero tells, whene'er you please, 
Wliat went before — by way of epiw>de, 

While sealed after dinner at his entv. 
Beside his mistress in some soft iiboili-. 

Palace, or garden, parsdi.-e, or cnverri. 

Which serves the liap]>y couple fur ii Iiivitu. 



That is the usual method, but not mine — 
My way is to begin with the beginning; 

The regularity of my desigu 

Forbids all wandering as the worst of eiuning. 

And therefore I shall open witii a line 

(Although it cost me half an hour in »>pinmng) 

Narrating somewhat of Don Juan's father. 

And also of Ilia mother, if you'd rather. 



In Seville was he born, a pleasant city. 
Famous for oranges and women " — he 

Who bus not seen it will be much to pity, 
So says the proverb — and I quite agree j 

Of ail the Spanish towns is none more pretty, 
Cadiz perhaps — but that you soon miiy see : — 

Don Juan's parents lived beside the river, 

A noble stream, and catl'd the Guadalquivir. 



His father's name was J6se~Don, of course, 
A true Hidalgo, free from every stain 

Of Moor or Hebrew blood, lie traced his source 
Through the most Gothic gentlemen of Spain ; 

A better cavalier ne'er iriounted liorse, 
Or, being mounted, e'er got down again, 

Than J<Sse, who begot our hero, who 

Begot — but that's to come Well, to renew ; 



His mother was a learned ladj, famed 

For every branch of every science known — 

In every Christian language ever named 
With virtues equall'd by her wit alone ; 

She made the cleverest people quite ashamed. 
And even the good with inward envy groan. 

Finding themselves so very much exceeded 

In their own way by all the things that she did. 



Her raeraorj was a mine : slie knew by heart 
All Calderon aiid greater part of Lope, 

So that if an; actor miss'd his part 

She could have served liim f»r the prompter's copy ; 

For her Feiiiagle'a were an useless art," 

And he himself obliged to i^liut up shop — he 

Could never make a ineiuor; so Hue as 

That which adortiM the brain of Douua Idsz. 



Her favourite science was the inathematical. 
Her noblest virtue vag lier uingrianimity. 

Her wit [she sometiiaes tried at wit] waa Attie all. 
Her serious sayings darkeii'd to sublimity;" 

In short, in all tilings she was fairly what I call 
A prodigy^her morning dress was dimity. 

Her evening silk, or, in the summer, muslin. 

And other stuffs, with which I Hou't stay puzzling. 



She knew the Latin — that is, " the l/)rd's prayer," 
And Greek— the alphabet — I'm nearly sure; 

She read some French romances here and there. 
Although her mode of speaking was not pure ; 

For native Spanish she had no great care, 
At least her conversation was obscure ; 

Her thoughts were theorems, her words a probleiBt 

As if she deem'd that mystery would ennoble 'em." 



She liked the English and the Hebrew tongue. 
And said there was analogy between 'em ; 

She proved it somehow out of sacn-d song, 

Bui I must leave the proofs to those who've seen 'em. 

But this 1 heard her say, and can't be wrong. 

And all may think which way their judgments lean 'em, 

'"Tis strange — the Hebrew noun which means '1 am,' 

The English always use lo govern d — n." 



Some women use their tongues — slie hok'd a lecture, 
Each eye a serraoHj and her brow a homily. 

An all-iu-nli sufficient self- director, 

Liie tlie lamented inte Sir Samuel Romillj," 

The Law's expounder, and the Slate's corrector, 
Wlioae suicide was almost an nnomaly — 

One sad example more, that " All is vanity,"— 

{The jury brought their verdict iii " Insanity.") 



In short, she was a walking calculation. 

Miss Edgeworth's novels stepping from their covers. 
Or Mrs, Triramer'a books on education," 

Or "Cffilebs' Wife "" set out in quest of lovers, 
Morality's prim personification. 

In which not Envy's self a flaw discovers ; 
To others' share let " female errors fail," 
For she hod not even one — tiie worst of all. 



Oh ! she was perfect past all parallel — 
Of any modern female saint's com|)arison; 

So far above the cunning powers of hell, 

Her guardian angel had given up his garrison; 

Even her minntest motions went as well 

As those of the best time-piece made by Harrison t 

In virtues nothing earthly could surpass her. 

Save thine " incomparable oil," Sfacassar I " 



Perfect she was, but as perfcclion is 

Insipid in this naughty world of ours. 
Where our first parents never learn'd to kiss 

Till they were ejiled frinn their earlier bowers, 
Where all was peace, and innocence, and bliss,* 

(I wonder how they got through tlic t«elve houis), 
Don Jdse, like a lineal son of Eve, 
Went plucking various fruit without her leave. 



He was a mortal of the careless kiod, 
With no great love for learning, or the learn'd, 

Who chose to go where'er he had a mind. 
And never dreani'd liis lady was concem'd j 

The world, as usual, wickedly iiichned 
To see a kingdom or a house o'erturn'd, 

WhiBper'd he had a mistressj some said two. 

Bat for domestic quarrels one will do. '-.-^^ 



Now Donna Inez had, with all her merit, - 

A great opinion of lier own good quahties; 

Neglect, indeed, requires a saint to bear it. 
And such, indeed, she was in her moralities;" 

But then she had a devil of a spirit. 
And sometimes mix'd up fancies with realities. 

And let few opportunities escape 

Of getting her liege lord inta a scrape. 



This was aa easy matter with a mau 

Oft in the wrong, and never on his guard ; 

And even the wisest, do the best they can, 

Have moments, liours, and days, so unprepared. 

That you might " brain them with their lad/s fan ; " 
And sometimes ladies hit exceeding hard. 

And fans turn into falchions in fair hands. 

And why and wherefore no one uuderstaiids. 



'Tis pity learned virgins ever wed 

Witli persons of no sort of education. 

Or gentlemen, wlio, though well bom and bred. 
Grow tired of $cieiitilic conversation ; 

I don't choose to say much upon this head, 
I'm a plain man, and in n single station, 

But — Oh I ye lords of ladies intellectual. 

Inform us truly, have they not hen-jwck'd yon &U ? 



Don J(5se and his lady quarrell'd — v>h^. 
Not any of the many could divine. 

Though several thousand people chose to try, 
Twas surely uo concern of theirs nor miuej 

I loathe that low vic« — curiosity ; 

But if there's any thing in which I shine^ 

"Tis in arratigiiig all iny friends' affairs, 

Not having, of my own, domestic carea. 



And so I interfered, and with the beat 

Intentions, but their treatment was not kind| 

1 tliink the foolish jieople were possess'd. 
For neither of thera could I ever find, 

Allhough theic porter afterwards confess'd — 
But that's no matter, and the worst's behind. 

For little Jnflu o'er me threw, down stairs, 

A pail of housemaid's water unawarea. 



A little curly-headed, good-for-nothing, 

And mischief-making monkey from his birth ; 

His parents ne'er agreed except in doting 
Upon the most unquiet imp on earth ; 

Instead of quarrelling, had they been but both in 
Their senses, they'd have sent young master forth 

To school, or had him soundly whipp'd at home, 

To teach him manners for the time to come. 



Don J6se and tJie Donna Inez led 

For some time an unhappy sort of life. 

Wishing each other, not divorced, but dead;* 
They lived respectably as man and wife, 

Their conduct was exceedingly well-bred. 
And gave no outward signs of inward strife, 

Until at length the smother'd fire broke out. 

And put the business past all kind of doubt. 



For Inez call'd some druggists and plijsicians. 
And tried to prove her loving lord was mad* 

But as he had some lucid iutermissions. 
She next decided he was ODJy tad ; 

Yet when they ask'd her for her depositions, 
No sort of explanation could be had. 

Save that her duty both to man and God 

Required this conduct — «'hich seem'd very odd. 



She kept a journal, where his faults were not«d, 
And open'd certain trunks of books and tetters. 

All which might, if occasion served, be quoted ; 
And then s!ie had all Seville for abettors. 

Besides her good old graiidToother (wlio doted) ; 
The hearers of her case became repeaters, 

Then advocates, inquisitors, and judges. 

Some for Btnuseinent, others for old grudges. 



And then this best and meekest woman bore 
With such serenity her husband's woes. 

Just as the Spartan ladies did of yore. 

Who saw their spouses kill'd, and nobly choM 

Never to say a word about them more — 
Calmly she heard each calumny that rose, 

And saw kit agonies with such sublimity. 

That all tile world eicluim'd, " What magnanimity ! " 



No doubt this patience, when the world is damning u 

Is philosophic in out former friends; 
'Tis alfio pleasant to be deem'd niagnaniuious. 

The more so in obtaining our own ends ; 
And what the lawyers call a " ma/w titimiu" 

Conduct like this by no means comprehends: 
Beveoge in person's certainly no virtue. 
But then 'tis not my fault, if oiAeri hurt you. 



And if our quarrels aliould rip up old stories, 
And help them with a Hb or two ndditional, 

7'm not t« biame, as you well know— no more is 
Any one ehe — they were become traditional ; 

Besidesj their cesurrection aids our glories 

By contrast, which is what we just were wishing all • 

And science profits by tliis resurrection — 

Dead scandals form good subjects for itissection. 



Their friends" had tried at reconciliation," 
Then their relations," who made matters wo. 

('T«'ere hard to tell upon a like occasion 
To whom it may be best to have recourse — 

I can't say much for friend or jet relation) : 
The lawyers did their utmost for divorce," 

But scarce a fee was paid on eitlier side 

Before, unluckily, Don Jdse died. 



He died : and most unluckily, because. 
According to all hints I could collect 

From counsel learned in those kinds of laws, 
(Although their talk's obscure and circumspect) 

His death contrived to spoil a charming cause; 
A thousand pities also witii respect 

To public feeling, which on this occasion 

Was manifested in a great seusatiou. 



But ah ! he died ; and buried with him lay 
The public feeling and the lawyers' fees : 

His house was sold, his servants sent away, 
A Jew took one of his two mistresses, 

A priest the other — at least so they soy : 
I ask'd the doctors after his disease — 

He died of the slow fever called the lertiarj. 

And left his widow to her o 



Yet J6se was an hoDourable man, 

Tliat I must say, who knew him very well; 

Therefore his frailties I'll no further scan, 
Indeed there were not many more to tell ; 

Aitd if his passions uuw and then outran 
Discretion, and were not bo peaceable 

As Noma's (who was also named Pompihus),* 

He had been ill brought up, and was born bilious. 



Whatever might be liis worth less nesB or worth. 
Poor fellow ! he had many things to wound him, 

ijefs own — since it can do no good on earth* — 
It was a trying moment that which found him 

Standing alona beside his desolate hearthj 

Where all his household gods by sbiver'd round him: ' 

No choice was left his feelings or his pride. 

Save death or Doctors' Commons — so he died.** 



Dying intestate, Juan was sole heir 

To a chancery suit, and messuages and lands. 
Which, with a long minority and care, 

Promised to turn out well in proper hands : 
Inez became sole guardian, which was fair. 

Anil auswer'd but to nature's just demands ; 
An only son left with an only mother 
Is brought up much more wisely than another. 



Sagpst of women, even of widows, she 

Resolved that Juan should be quite a paragon, 

And worthy of the noblest pedigree : 

(His sire was of Castile, his dam from Aragon). 

Then for accomplishments of chivalry, 

In case our lord the king should go to war again, 

He leam'd the arts of riding, fencing, gunnerj'. 

And how to wade a fortress — or a nunnery. 



Bttt tbat which Donna Inez most desired, 
And saw into herself each day before all 

The learned tutors whom for him she hired. 

Was, that his breeding shodd be strictly moroi : 

Much into all his studies she inquired. 

And so they were Buhmitted first to her, all. 

Arts, sciences, no branch was made a mystery 

To Juan'a eye§, escepting natural history. 



The languages, especially the dead. 

The sciences, and most of all the abstruse. 

The arts, at least all such as could be said 
To be the most remote from common use, 

In all these he was much anil deeply rend ; 
But not a page of any thing that's loose, 

Or liints continuation of the species, 

Was ever suffer'd, lest he sJiould grow vicious. 



His classic studies made a little puzzle. 

Because of filthy loves of gods and goddesses. 

Who in the earlier ages raised a bustle. 
But never put on pantaloons or bodices ; 

Hi* reverend tutors had at times a tussle, 
And for their jEneids, Iliads, and Odysseys," 

Were forced to make an odd sort of apology, 

For Donna Inez dreaded the Mythology. 



Ovid's a rake, as half his verses sliow iiim, 
Anacreon's morals are a still worse sample, 

Catullus scarcely has a decent poem, 

I don't think Sappho's Ode a good example. 

Although Longinus " tells us there is no hymn 

Where the sublime soars forth on wings more ample ; 

But Virgil's songs are pure, except that horrid one 

Beginning with "Fomiosum Pastor Corydon." 



Lucretius' irreligioii is too strong 

For early stomachs, to prove wholesome food ; 
I can't help thiniiiig Juvenal was wrong. 

Although no doubt liis real intent was good, 
For speaking out so plainly in his song, 

So much indeed as to be downright rade ; 
And then what proper person can be partial 
To all tliose nauseous efiigrams of Martial P 



Juan was taught from out the best edition. 
Expurgated by learned men who place. 

Judiciously from out the schoolboy's vision. 
The grosser parts ; but, fearful to deface 

Too much their modest bard by this omission," 
And pitying sore his mutilated case. 

They only add them all in an appendix," 

Wluch saves, in fact, the trouble of an index ; 



For there we have them all " at one fell swoop," 
Instead of being scatter'd through the pages ; 

They stand forth marshall'd in a handsome troop, 
To meet the ingenuous youth of future ages. 

Till some less rigid editor shall stoop 

To call them back into their separate cages. 

Instead of standing staring oltogetber. 

Like garden gods — and not so decent either. 



The Missal too (it was the family Missal) 

Was ornamented in a sort of way 
Which ancient mass-books often are, and this all 

Kinds of grot^quea illumined ; and how tliey. 
Who saw those figures on the margin kiss all, 

C«uld turn their optics to tlie text and pmy, 
Is mure than I know — But Don Juan's mother 
Kept this herself, and gave tier sou another. 



Sermons he read, and lectures he endured. 
And homihea, and lives of ail the saints ; 

To Jerome and to Chrysostom inured. 

He did not take such studies for restraints ; 

But how faith is acquired, and then ensured. 
So well not one of the aforesaid paints 

As Saint Augustiiii; in his fine Confes^ioiis, 

Which make the reader envy his transgressiona 



This, too, was n seal'd book to little Juan — 
I can't but say that his mamma was right. 

If such an education was the true one. 

She scarcely trusted him from out her sight ; 

Her maids were old, and if she took a new one, 
You might be sure she was a perfect fright. 

She did this during even her husband's life — 

I recommend m much to every wife. 



Young Juan wax'd in goodliness and grace; 
At six a charming child, and at eleven 

^^ ith all the promise of as fine a face 

As e'er to man's muturer growth was given. 

He studied steadily, and grew apace. 

And seem'd, at least, in the right road to lienven, 

For half bis days were pass'd at church, the other 

Between his tutors, confessor, and mother. 



At six, I said, he was a charming child. 
At twelve he was a tine, but quiet boy ; 

Although in infancy a little wild. 
They tamed him down amongst them : to destroy 

His natural spirit not in vain they toil'd, — 
At least it seem'd so ; and his mother's joy 

Was to declare how sage, and still, and steady. 

Her young philosopher was grown already. 



I had ray doubts, peibapa I have them still. 

But what I saj is neither here nor tiiere: 
I knew Lis father well, and have some skill 

In character — but it would not be fait 
From sire to son to augur good or ill : 

He and his wife were an ill-sorted pair — 
But scandal's my aversion — I protest 
Against ail evil speaking, even in jest. 



For my part I say nothing — nothing — but 
Thi» I will say — my reasons are my own — 

That if I had an only son to put 

To school (as God be praised that I have none), 

'Tis not with Donna Inez I would shut 
Ilim up to leani his catechism alone. 

No — no — I'd send him out betimes to college. 

For there it was I pick'd up my own knowledge. 



For there one learns — 'tis not for me to boast, 
Though I acquired — but I pass over Ihat, 

As well as all the Greek I since have lost : 

I say that there's the place — but " Verbum tat" 

1 think I pick'd up too, as well as most, 

Knowledge of niatters^but no matter what — 

I never married — but, 1 think, I know 

That sons should not be educated so. 



Young Juan now was sixteen yeara of age, 
Tall, handsome, slender, but well knit: he seem'd 

Active, though not so sprightly, as a page ; 
And every body but his mother deem'd 

Him almost man ; but she Sew in a rage 
And bit her lips (for else site might have scream'd) 

If any said so, for to be precocious 

Wn in her eyes a thing tlie most atrocious. 



AiDQiigst her numerous nciiuaintauce, all 
Selected for discretion and devotion. 

There was the Donna Julia, whom to call 
Pretty were but to give a feeble notion 

Of many charms in her as natural 

As sweetness to the flower, or salt to oceui. 

Her zone to Venus, or his bow to Cupid, 

(But this last siaiile is trite and stupid). 



The darkness of her Orit;nta! eje 
Accorded with her Moorish origin ; 

(Her blood was not all Spanish, by the by; 
In Spain, you know, tliis is a sort of sin.) 

When proud Granada fell, and, forced to fly, 
Boabdii wept,* of Donna Julia's kin 

Some went to Africa, some stay'd in Spain, 

Her great great grandmamma chose to remain. 



She married (I foi^et the pedigree) 

With an Hidalgo, who transmitted down 

His blood less noble than such blood should be ; 
At such alliances his sires would frown. 

In that point so precise in each degree 

That they bred in and in, as might be sliovvii, 

Marrying their cousins — nay, their aunts, anil niece*. 

Which always spoils the breed, if it int 



This heathenish cross restored the breed again, 
Ruin'd its blood, but much improved its flesh ; 

For from a root the ugliest in Old Spain 
Sprung up a branch as beautiful aa fresh ; 

The sons no more were short, the daughters plain : 
But there's a rumour which I fain would hush," 

'Tis said that Donna Julia's grandmamma 

Produced her Don more heirs at love than law. 



However this might be, the race went on 
Improving still through every generation. 

Until it centred in an only son, 

Who left an only daughter; my norratioQ 
May Imve suggested that this single one 

Could be but Julin (wliom on this occasion 
I shall have much to speak about), and she 
Was married, charming, chaste, and twenty-three. 



Her eye (I'm very fond of handsome eyes) 
Was large and dark, suppressing half its fire 

Until she spoke, then through its soft disguise 
Flash'd an expression more of pride than ire. 

And love than either; and there would arise 
A something in them which was not de-sire. 

But would have been, perhaps, but for the soul 

Which struggled through and chasten'd down the whole. 



Her glassy hair was cluater'd o'ei a brow 
Bright with intelligence, and fair, and smooth; 

Her eyebrow's shape was like the aerial bow. 
Her cheek all purple with the beam of youth, 

Uounting, at times, to a transparent glow. 
As if iier veins ran ligiitning ; she, in sooth, 

Fossess'd an air and grace by no means o 

Her stature tall — 1 hate a dumpy wi 



Wedded site was some years, and to a man 
Of fifty, and such husbands are in plenty; 

And yet, I think, instead of such a onb 
Twere better to have two of tive-and-twenty, 

Especially in countries near the sun : 

And now I think on't, " nu vien in mente," 

Ladies rven of the most uneasy virtue 

Prefer a spouse whose age i» short of thirty* 



Tis a sad thing, I cannot choose but saj. 
And eJI the fault of that indecent sun. 

Who cannot leave alone our helpless clay. 
But will keep baking, broiling, burning on, 

Tliat howsoever people fast atici pray. 

The flesh is frail, and so the soul undone ; 

WTiat men call gallantry, and gods adultery, 

Is much more cointiion where the cUmate's euttr/. 



Happy the nations of the moral North t 
Where all is virtue, and the winter season 

Sends sin, without a rag on, shivering forth 

('Twas snow that brought St. Anthony " to reason) ; 

Where juries cast up witat a wife is worth. 
By laying wliate'er sum, in mulct, they please on 

The lover, who must pay a handsome price. 

Because it is a marketable vice. 



Alfonso was the name of Julia's lord, 

A msn weU looking for his years, and who 

Was neither much beloved nor yet abhorr'd : 
They hved together as most people do, 

Suffering each other's foibles by accord. 
And not exaclty either one or iuo; 

Yet he was jealous, though he did not show it. 

For jealousy dislikes the world to know it. 



Julia was — yet I never could see why — 
With Donna Inez quite a favourite friend ; 

Between their tastes there was small sympathy. 
For not a line had Julia ever penn'd : 

Some people whisper (but, no doubt, they \ie, 
For malice still imputes some private end) 

That Inez had, ere Don AKonso's marriage. 

Forgot with him her very prurient carriage ; . 



And that etill keeping up the old connection. 

Which time had lately render* d much more chast*. 

She took hia lad; also in affection. 

And certainly this course was much the beat : 

She Batter'd Julia with her sage protection, 
And complimented Don Alfonso's taste; 

And if she could not (who can P) silence scandal. 

At least she left it a more slender handle. 



I can't tell whether Julia saw the affair 
With other people's eyes, or if her own 

Discoveries made, but none could be aware 
or this, at least no symptom e'er was shown ; 

Perhaps she did not know, or did not care. 
Indifferent from the first, or callous grown : 

I'm really puzzled what to think or say, 

She kept her counsel in so close a way. 



Juan she saw, and, as a pretty child, 

Careiis'd him often — such a thing might be 

Quite innocently done, and harmless styled. 
When she had twenty years, and thirteen he; 

£ut I am not so sure I sliould have smiled 
When he was sixteen, Julia twenty-three; 

These few short <;ears make wondrous alterations, 

Particularly amougat sun-bnrat nations. 



Whate'er the cause might be, they lind become 
Changed ; for the dome grew distant, the youth aUy, 

Their looks cast down, their greetings almost ilumb. 
And much embarrassment in either eye ; 

Tliere surely will be little doubt with some 

That Donna Julia knew the reason why, _ 

But as for Juan, he had no more notion 

Than he who never »iw the sen or ocean. 



Yet Julia's verj coldness still was kind. 
And tremulously gentle her small hand 

Withdrew itself from his, but left beliind 
A little pressure, thriUiug, and so bland 

And slight, so verj slight, that to the mind 
'Twas but a doubt ; but ne'er magician's wand 

Wrought change with all Armida's fairy nrt 

Like what this light touch left on Juan's heart. 



And if she met him, though she smiled no more. 
She look'd a sadness sweeter than lier smile, 

As if her heart had deeper thoughts in store 

She must not own, but cherish'd more the while 

For that compression in its burning core ; 
Even innocence itself has many a wile, 

And will not dare to trust itself with truth. 

And love is taught hypocrisy from youth. 



But passion most dissembles, yet betrays 
EveD by its darkness ; as the blackest sky 

Foretells the heaviest temiiest, it displays 
Its workings through the vainly guarded eye. 

And in whatever aspect it arrays 
Itself, 'tis still the same hypocrisy ; 

Coldness or anger, even disdain or bat^. 

Are masks it often wears, and still too late. 



Then there were siglis, the deeper for suppression. 
And stolen glances sweeter for the theft, 

And burning blushes, though for no transgression. 
Tremblings when met, and restlessness when left ; 

All these are little preludes to possession. 
Of which young passion cannot be bereft. 

And merely lend to show how greatly love is 

Embarrnss'd at first starting with a novice. 



Poor Julia's heart was in an awkward atate; 

She felt it going, and resolved to make 
Tiie noblest efforts for herself and mate. 

For honour's, pride's, religion's, virtue's sake: 
Her resolutions were most truly great. 

And almost might have made a Tarquin quake : 
She pray'd the Virgin Mary for her grace. 
As being the best judge of a lady's case. 



She vow'd she never would see Juan more. 
And next day paid a visit to his mother. 

And look'd extremely at the opening door, 
Which, by the Virgin's grace, let in another; 

Grateful she was, and yet a little sore — 
Again it opens, it can he no other, 

"Tis surely Juan now — No ! I'm afraid 

That night the Virgin was no further pra/d. 



She now determined that a virtuous woman 
Should rather face and overcome temptation, 

That flight was base and dastardly, and no man 
Should ever give her heart the least sensation ; 

That is to say, a thought beyond the common 
Preference, that we must feel upon occasion. 

For people who are pleaaanter than others. 

But then they only seem so many brothers. 



Aud even if by chance — and who can tell? 

The devil's so very sly — she could discover 
That all within was not so very well, 

And, if still free, that such or such a lover 
Might please perhaps, a virtuous wife can quelJ 

Such thoughts, uid be the better when they're ovtsj 
And if the man should ask, 'tis but deninl : 
1 recommend young ladies to make trial. 



And then there are such tilings as love divine, 
Bright and immaculate, uiimix'd aud pure, 

Such as the angels think so very fine, 

And matrons, who would be no less secure, 

Platonic, perfect, "just such love as mine:" 
Thus Julia said — and thought so, to be eun : 

And so I'd have her think, were I the man 

On whom her reveriea celestial ran. 



Such love is innocent, aud m^y exist 
Between young persons without any danger : 

A hand may first, and then a hp be kist; 
For my part, to such doings I'm a stranger. 

But hear these freedoms form the utmost list 
Of al! o'er which such love may be a ranger : 

If people go beyond, 'tis quite a crime, 

But not my fault — I tell tliem all in time. 

Love, then, but love within its proper limita. 
Was Julia's innocent determination 

In young Don Juan's favour, and to him ita 
Exertion mijjht be useful on occasion; 

And, lighted at too pure a shrine to dim its 
Ethereal lustre, with what sweet persunsion. 

He might he taught, by lore and her together — 

I really don't know what, nor Julia either. 



Fraught with this line intention, and well fenced 
In mail of proof — her purity of soul," 

She, for the future of her strength convinced. 
And that her honour was a rock, or mole," 

Eiceeding sagely from that hour dispensed 
With any kind of troublesome control ; 

But whether Juiia to the tssk was equal 

Is tliat wiiich must be mciitiou'd in the sequel. 



Her pkn she deem'd both innocent nnd feaeiblr, 

And, surely, with a stripling of sisteen 
Not scandal's fangs could seize on much thafs seizable, 

Or if they did so, satisfied to mean 
Mothing but what was good, her breast was peaceable 

A quiet conscience makes one so serene I 
Christians have burnt each other, quite persuaded 
That all the Apostles would have done as (hey did. 



And if in the mean time her husband died. 

But Heaven forbid that such a thought should crom 

Her bmin, though in a dream I (and then she sigh'ii) 
Never could she survive that common loss ; 

But just suppose that moment should betide, 
I only say suppose it — inier not. 

(This should be entre nom, for Julia thought 

In French, but then the rhyme would go for nought.) 



I only say, suppose this supposition ; 

Juan being then grown up to man's estate 
Would fully suit a widow of condition. 

Even seven years hence it would not be too late ; 
And in the interim (to pursue this vision) 

The mischief, after all, could not be great. 
For he would learn the rudiments of love, 
I mean the seraph way of those above. 



So much for Julia. Now we'll turn to Juan. 

Poor httle fellow ! he had no idea 
or his own case, and never hit the true one ; 

In feelings quick as Ovid's Miss Medea,* 
He puzzled over what he fonnd a new one. 

But not as yet imagined it could be a 
Thing quite in course, and not at all alarming. 
Which, with a little patience, might grow chnrrntng. 



Silent aiid pensive, idle, restless, slow. 
His home deserted for the lonelj wood, 

Tormented with a wound he could not know. 
His, like all deep grief, plunged in solitude ; 

I'm fonil myself of solitude or so, 
But then, I beg it may be understood, 

By solitude I mean a Sultan's, not 

A hermif B, with a harem for a grot. 



" Oh Love 1 in such a wilderness as this, 
Wliere transport and security entwine. 

Here ia the empire of thy perfect bliss, 

And here thou art a god indeed divine," ' 

The bard I quote from does not sing umiss," 
With the exception of the second line, 

For that same twining "transport and security" 

Are twisted to a phrase of some obscurity. 



The poet meant, no doubt, and thus appeals 
To the good sense and senses of mankind. 

The very thing which everybody feels. 
As all have found on trial, or may liud, 

That no one likes to he disturb' il at nieals 

Or love.^I won't say more about " entwined" 

Or " transport," as we knew all that before. 

But beg " Security" will bolt the door. 



Young Juan wander'd by the glassy brooks. 
Thinking unutterable things ; he threw 

Himself at length within the leafy nooks 
Where the wild branch of (lie cork forest grew j 

There poets find materials for their books. 

And every now and then we read them through. 

So that their plan and prosody are eligible, 

Unless, like Wordsworth, they prove uiiinletligible. 



He, Juan, (and not Wordsworth) so pursned 
His self-communion with hia own high soul. 

Until his mighty heart, in its great mood. 
Had mitigated part, though not the whole 

Uf its disease ; he did the best he could 
With things not very subject to control, 

And tum'd, without perceiving his condition. 

Like Coleridge, into a metaphysician. 



He thought about himself, and the whole earth. 
Of man the wonderful, acd of the stars. 

And how the deuce tliey ever could have birth j 
And then be thought of earthquakes, and of ware. 

How many miles the moon might have in girth. 
Of air-balloons, and of the many bars , 

To perfect knowledge of the boundless skies ,• — 

And then he thought of Donna Julia's eyes. 



In thonghts like these true wisdom may discern 
Longings sublime, aiid aspirations high, 

Wliich some are bom with, but the most port learn 
To plague themselves withal, they know not why : 

*Twas strange tliat one so young should thus coneeni 
His brain about the action of the sky ; " 

If you think 'Iwaa philosophy that tliis did, 

I can't help thinking puberty assisted. 



He pored upon the leaves, and on the flowers. 
And heard a voice in all the winds ; and then 

He thought of wood-nymphs and immortal boweR>i 
And liow the goddesses came down to men : 

Ho miss'd the pathway, he foi^t the hours. 
And when he look'd upon his watch again. 

He found how much old Time had been n winner— 

He niao found that he had lust his dinner. 



'*"-*'■■— he tm'd to Efue upon ida book, 
fr>*™Pj*' or GncilasM ;* — bj the vind 

Et^ h the page b nutled while «e look. 
So bf the poesj of hu own mind 

Onr the mjadc laf hia soul was shook. 
As if 'tvete one whereon magicians bind 

Their i|ie&>, and give them to the passiDi; gale^ 

Aonxding to some good old woman's tale. 



Thus would he while his lonely hours away 
Dissfttis&ed, nor knowing what he wanted ; 

Tioi glowing reverie, nor poet's lay. 

Could yield his spirit that for which it panted, 

A bosom whereon he bis bead might lay. 
And hear the heart beat wiih the love it granted. 

With several other things, which I forget. 

Or which, at least, I need not mention yet. 



Those lonely walks, and lengthening reveries, 
Could not escape the gentle Jdin'a tyes; 

She saw that Juan was not at his ease ; 

But that which chiefly may, and must surprise 

Is, that the Donna Inez did uot tease 
Her only son with question or snrniifle ; 

Whether it was she did not see, or would not, 

Or, like all very clever people, could not. 



This may seem strange, but yet 'tis very c 
For instance — gentlemen, whose ladies take 

Leave to o'ersiep the written riglita of woman, 

And break the Which commandment is't they break 

(I have forgot the number, and (hink no man 
Should rashly quote, for fear of a mistake.) 

I say, when these same gentlemen are jealous. 

They make some blunder, wliich their lailii^s lell ua. 



A real Imsband always is suspiciou.o, 

Bui still no leas suspects in the wrong plHce," 

Jealous of some one who had no such wishes. 
Or pandering blindly to his own disgrace. 

By harbouring some dear friend extremely vicious ; 
The last indeed's infallibly the case ; 

And when the spouse and friend are gone off wholly 

He wonders at their vice, and not his folly. 



Tlius parents also are at times short- si ghl ed ; 

Though watchful as the lynx, they ne'er discover. 
The while Ihe wicked world beholds delighted, 

Young Hopeful's mistress, or Miss Fauny's lover, 
Till some confounded escapade has blighted 

The plan of twenty years, and all is ovej; 
And then the mother criea, the father swears, 
And wonders why the devil he got heirs. 



Cut Inez was so ansioas, and so clear 

Of sight, that I must think, on tids occasion. 

She had some other motive much more near 
For leaving Juan to this new temptation. 

But what that motive was, I shan't say here; 
Perhaps to finish Juan's education. 

Perhaps to open Don Alfonso's eyes. 

In case he thought hia wife too great a prize. 



It was upon a day, a summer's day ; — 
Summer's indeed a very dangerous season, 

And so is spring about the end of May ; 
Tile sun, no doubt, is the prevailing reason ; 

But whatsoe'er the cause is, one may say. 

And stand convicted of more truth than treason. 

That there are months which nature grows more merry ia,- 

March has its bares, and May must have its heroine. 



Twas on a anramer's day — the sixth of June ;— 

I like to be particular in dat«3. 
Not only of the age, and year, but moon ; 

They are a sort of post-house, where the Fates 
Ciiange horses, making history change its tune," 

Then spur away o'er empires and o'er states, 
Leaviug at last not much besides chronology. 
Excepting the post-obits of theology." 



'Twas on the sixth of June, about the hour 
Of half-past six — perhaps still nearer seven — 

When Julia sate within as pretty a bower 
As e'er held hour! in that heathenish heaven 

Described by Mahomet, aTid Auacreon Moore," 
To whom the lyre and laurels have been givin. 

With all the trophies of triumphant song — 

He won them well, and may he wear them long I 



She sate, but not alone ; I know not well 
How tliis same interview had taken place. 

And even if I knew, I should not tell — 

People should hold their tongues in any case 

No matter how or why the thing befell, 
But there were she and Juan, face to face — 

When two such faces are so, 'twould be wise. 

But very difficult, to shut their eyes. 



How beautiful she look'd ! her conscious heart 
Glow'd in her cheek, and yet she felt no wrong. 

Oh Love I how perfect is thy mystic art, 

Strengthening the weak, and trampling on the strong, 

How self-deceitful is the sagest part 

Of mortals whom thj lure hath led along — 

The precipice she stood on was immense. 

So was her creed in her own innocence." 



She thought of her own strenj^th, and Juaii'a joi 
And of the folly of all prudish fears. 

Victorious virtue, and domestic truth, 
And then of Don Alfonso's fifty years : 

1 wish these last had not ocourr'd, in sooth. 
Because that number rarely much eudeurs, 

Aud through all climes, the snowy and the suiuij 

Sounds ill in love, whate'er it may in money. 



Wlien people say, " I've told yoii^ly times," 
They mean to scold, and very often do j 

When poets siiy, " I've written J^ty rhymes," 
They make you dread that they'll recite them too; 

III gangs off^ij/, thieves commit their crimes; 
At_/^^ love for love is rare, 'tis true, 

But then, no doubt, it equally as true is, 

A good deal may be bought (or Jif/j/ Luub. 



Julia had honour, virtue, truth, and love 
For Don Alfonso ; and she inly swore, 

By all the vows below to powers above, 

Siie never woidd disgrace the ring she wore. 

Nor leave a wish wliich wisdom might reprove; 
And while she ponder'd this, besides much roorr, 

One hand on Juan's carelessly was thrown, 

Quite by mistake — she thought it was her own ; 



Unconsciously she lean'd upon the other. 
Which play'd within the tangles of her hair; 

And to contend with thoughts she could not smotkef 
She eeem'd, by the distraction of her air, 

Twas surely very wrong in Juan's mother 
To leave together this imprudent pair," 

She who for many years had watch'd her son >o— 

I'm very certain mine would not have done bo. 



Tlie hand which still held Juan's, by degrees 
Gently, but palpably confirm'U its grasp, 

Ab if it said, " Detain me, if jou please ; " 
Yet there's no doubt she ooly meant to cUcp 

His fingers with a pure Platonic squeeze ; 
She would have shrunk as from a toad, or up, 

Had ^he imagined such a thing could rouse 

A feeling dangerous to a prudent spouse. 



I cannot know what Juan thought of tliia, 
But what he did, is much what you would do ; 

His young lip tliank'd it vith a grateful kiss. 
And then, abash'd at its owu joy, withdrew 

In deep despair, lest he had done amiss, — 
Love is BO very timid when 'tis new : 

She blush'd, and frown'd not, but she strove to speak. 

And held her tongue, her voice was grown so weak. 



Tlie sun set, and up rose the yellow moon : 
The devil's in the moon for mischief; they 

Who call'd lier chaste, metliinks, began too soon 
Their nomenclature ; there is not a day. 

The longest, not the twenty-first of June, 
Sees half the business in a wicked way. 

On which three single hours of moonshine smile — 

And then she looks so modest wW the while. 



There is a dangerous silence in that hour, 

A stillness, which leaves room for the full soul 

To oi>en all itself, without the power 
Of calling wholly hack its self-control ; 

The silver light which, hallowing tree and tower. 
Sheds beauty and deep softness o'er the whole. 

Breathes also to the heart, and o'er it throws 

A loving languor which is not repose. 



And Jalia sat with Juan, half embraced 
And half retiring from the glowing arm, 

Which trembled like the bosom where 'f*as plnccd ; 
Yet still she must have thought there was no harm, 

Or else 'twere easy to witlidraw her waist ; 
But then tbe situation had its charm, 

And then God knows what next — I can't go on : 

I'm almost sorry that I e'er begun. 



Oh Plato ! Plato ! you have paved the way. 
With your confounded fantasies, to more 

Immoral conduct by the fancied sway 

Your system feigns o'er the controulless core 

Of human hearts, than all the long array 
Of poets and romancers : — You're a bore, 

A charUtan, a coxcomb — and have been, 

Al best, no better than a go-between. 



And Julia's voice was lost, except in sighs. 
Until too late for useful couversatton ; 

Tlie tears were gushing from her gentle eyes, 
I wish, indeed, they had not had occasion ; 

But who, alas 1 can love, and then be wise P 
Not that remorse did not oppose temptation ; 

A little still she strove, and mucli repented, 

And whispering "I will ne'er consent" — conseii 



"Tis said that Xerxes offer'd a reward 

To those who could invent him a new pleasu 

Methiiiks tlie requisition's rather hard. 

And must have cost his majesty a treasure : 

For my part, I'm a modi-rate-minded bard, 
Kond of a little love (which I call leisure) ; 

I care not for new pleasures, as the old 

Are quite eno'igh for me, so tliej but hold. 



Oh Pleasure t you're indeed a pleasant thing, 

Altliougli one must be damn'd for you, do douht : 

I make a resolution every spring 
Of reformation, ere the year run out. 

But somehow, this my vestal vow takes ving. 
Yet still, I trustj it may be kept throughout : 

I'm very sorry, very much ashamed, 

And mean, neit winter, to be quite reclaim'd. 



Here my chaste Muse a liberty must take — 
Start not! still chaster reader — she'll be nice liciice- 

Forward, and there is no great cause to quake ; 
This liberty is a poetic licence. 

Which some irregularity may make 

In the design, and as I have a high sense 

Of Aristotle and the Rules, 'tis fit 

To beg bis pardon when I err a bit. 



This licence is to hope the reader will 

Suppose from June the sisth (the fatal day 

Without whose epoch my poetic skill 

For want of facts would all be thrown away), 

But keeping Julia and Don Juan still 

In sight, that several months have pass'd ; we'll say 

'Twaa in November, but I'm not so sure 

About the day — the era's more obscure. 



We'll talk of that anon. — "I'is sweet to hear 
At midnight on the blue and moonlit deep 

The song and oar of Adria's gondoher. 

By distance mellow'd, o'er the waters sweep ; 

Tia sweet to see the evening star appear; 
Tia sweet to listen as the night-winds creep 

From leaf to leaf; 'tis sweet to view on high 

The rainbow, based on ocean, span the sky. 



Tis sweet to hear the watch-dog's hoiie,-t bark 

Bttj deep-moath'd welcome aa we draw near home ; 

'Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Our coming, and look brighter wheii we come ;" 

'Tis sweet to be awakeo'd by the lark. 

Or lull'd by falling waters; sweet the. bum 

Of bees, tlie voice of girls, the song of birds, 

The lisp of children, and their earliest words. 



Sweet is the vintage, when the showering grapes 
In Bacchanal profusion reel to earth, 

Purple and gushing; sweet are our escapes 
From civic revelry to rural mirth ; 

Sweet to the miser are his glittering heaps, 
Sweet to the father is his first-bom's birth, 

Sweet is revenge — especially to women. 

Pillage to soldiers, prize-money to seamen. 



Sweet is a legacy, and passing aweet" 
The unexpected death of some old lady. 

Or gentleman of seventy years complete^ 

Who've made " ua youth " wait too — too long al 

For an estate, or cash, or country seat. 
Still breaking, but with stamina so steady. 

That all the Israelites are fit to mob its 

Next owner for their double-damu'd poat-obiU>" 



'Tis Bweet to win, no matter how, one's laurels. 
By blood or ink ; 'tis sweet to put an eud 

To strife; 'tis sometimes sweet to have our quarrel^ 
Particularly with a tiresome friend : 

Sweet is old wine in bottles, ale in barrels; 
Dear is the helpless creature we defend 

Again.<t the world ; and dear the schoolboy BjKit 

We ne'er forget, tbougli there we are forgot. 



Bat sweeter stilt than this, thau these, than all. 
Is first and passionate love — it stands alone. 

Like Adam's recollection of his fall; 
Tiie tree of knowledge has been pluek'd — all's known— 

And life yields nothing further to rbc;ill 
Worthy of this ambrosial sJu, so shown, 

No doabt in fablo, as the unforgiven 

Fire which Prometltens filch'd for ua from heaven. 



Man's a strange animal, and makes strange use 
Of his own nature, and the various arts. 

And likes particularly to produce 
Some new esi>eriment to show his parts ; 

This is the age of oddities let loose, 

Where different talents find their different marts ; 

Ifou'd best begin with truth, and when you've lost your 

Labour, there's n sure market for imiiosture. 



What opposite discoveries we have seen I 
(Signs of true genius, and of empty pockets.) 

One makes new noses, one a guillotine. 

One breaks your bones, one sets them in tliL-ir sockets ; 

But vBcciuaLion certainly has been 

A kind antithesis to Congreve's rockets. 

With which the Doctor paid off an old poi. 

By borrowing a new one from an ox. 



Bread has been ma<le (indifferent) from potatoes; 

And galvanism has set some corpses grinning, 
But has not answered like the apparatus 

Of the Humane Society's beginning, 
By which men are unsuffucated gratis : 

What wondrous new machines have Lite been spini 
I said the small-poit had gone out of lale ; 
Perhaps it may be folloHcd by llic great. 



'Tia said the greot came from America 
Perhaps it may set out on its return, — 

Tlie population there so spreads, they say 
"Tis grown high time to thin it in its turn, 

With war, or plague, or famine, any way. 
So that civilisation they may learn ; 

And which in ravage the more loathsome evil is — 

Their real lues, or our pseudo-syphilis ? 



This is the patent age of new inventions 
For killing bodies, and for saving souls. 

All propagated with the heat intentions ; 

Sir Humphry Davy's lantern," by which coals 

Are safely mined for in the mode he mentions, 
Tombuctoo travels, voyages to the Poles," 

Are ways to benefit mankind, as true, 

Perhaps, as shooting them at Waterloo. 



Man's a phenomenon, one knows not what. 
And wonderful beyond all wondrous n 

'Tia pity though, in this sublime world, thnt 

Pleasure's a ain, and sometimes sin's a pleasure;" 

Yew mortals know what end they would be at. 
But whether glory, power, or love, or trnasure. 

The path is through perplexing ways, and when 

The goal is gain'd, we die, jou know — and then — 



What then ? — I do not know, no more do you — 
And so good night. — Return we to our story 

TwBB in November, when fine days are few. 
And the far mountains was a little hoaiy. 

And clap a white cape on their mantles blue;" 
And the sea dashes round the promontory. 

And the land breaker boils against the rock. 

And sober suns must set at tive o'clock. 



"IVaa, as the watchmen say, a cloudy night ;* 
No moon, no stars, the wind was low or loud 

Bj gusts, and many a sparkling hearth was bright 
With the piled wood, round which tlie family crowd ; 

There's something cheerful in that sort of hght. 
Even as a auraraer sky's without a cloud : 

I'm foud of lire, and crickets, and all that, 

A lobster-salad, and champagne, and chat.*° 



Twaa midnight — Donna Juha was in bed. 
Sleeping, most probiibly, — when at her door 

Arose a clatter might awake the dead. 
If they had never been awoke before. 

And tbat they have been so we all have read. 
And are to be so, at the least, once more ; — 

The door was fasten' d, but with voice and fist 

First knocks were heard, then " Madam — Madam — hist I 



" For God's sake. Madam — Madam — here's my master," 
With more than half the city at his back — 

Was ever heard of such a curst disaster I 
'Tis not my fault — I kept good watch — Alack ! 

Do pray undo the bolt a hltle faster— 

They're on the stair just now, and in s craolt 

Will all be here; perhaps he yet may fly — 

Surely the window's not ao v^^ high I " 



By this time Don Alfonso was arrived, 

With Inrches, friends aiid servants in great number; 
'Hie major part of them had long been wived, 

And therefore paused not to disturb the slumber 
Of any wicked woman, who contrived 

By stealth her husband's temples to encumber : 
Examples of this kind arc so contagious, 
^Vc^o oHe not puiiisli'd ail woultl be outraL,'L'oas. 



I can't tell lioWj or wLy, or what suspicion 
Could enter into Don Alfonso's head; 

But for a cavalier of bis condition 
It surely was exceedingly ill-bred, 

Without a word of previous admonition. 
To hold a levee rouuil his lady's bed. 

And summon lackeys, arm'd witli fire and sword, 

To prove Jiimself the thing he most abhorr'd. 



Poor Domia Julia ! starting as from sleep, 
(Mind — that I do not say — sJie had not slept) 

Began at once to scream, and yawn, and weep ; 
Her maid, Aiitonia, who was an adept. 

Contrived to fling the hed-clotlies in a heap. 
As if she had just now from out them crept : 

1 can't tell why slie should take all this trouble 

To prove her mistress had been sleeping double. 



But Julia nustress, and Antonia maid, 

Appear'd like two poor harmless women, who 

Of goblins, but still more of men afraid. 

Had thought one man might be deterr'd by two, 

And therefore aide by side were gently laid, 

Until the hours of absence should run llirougli. 

And truant husband should returti, and say, 

" My dear, I was the first wha came away." 



Now Julia found at length a voice, and cried, 

" In heaven's name, Don Alfonso, what d'ye moan f 

Has madness seized youP would that L bad died 
Ere such' a monster's victim I had been I " 

What may this midniglit violence betide, 
A sudden Gt of drunkenut'ss or spleen ? 

Dare yon suspect mr, vhom the lliuugUt would kill P 

Search, then, the room I " Alfonso said, " 1 will." 



He search'd, they searcb'd, aud rummaged cverjirhere, 
Cloaet aiid clothes-press, cliest and wiridow-seut. 

And found much linen, lace, and several pair 
Of atockiugs, slippers, brushes, comb^, complete, 

'With other artidea of ladiea fair. 
To keep them beautiful, or leave them neat : 

Arras they prick'd and curtains with their swords. 

And wounded several shutters, and some boards. 



Under the bed they search'd, and there they found — 
No matter what — it was not that they sought ; 

They open'd windows, gazing if the ground 

Had signs or footmarks, but the earth said nought ; 

And then they stared each other's faces round : 
'Tis odd, not one of all these seekers thought. 

And seems to me almost a sort of blunder, 

Uf looking tH the bed as well as under. 



During this inquisition Jnlia's tongue' 

Was not asleep — " Tee, search and search," sJie cried, 
' Insult on insult heap, and wrong on wrong ! 

It was for this that I became a bride I 
For this in silence I have suffer'd long 

A husband like Alfonso at uy aide ; 
But now I'll bear no more, nor here remain. 
If there be law or lawyers, iii all Spain. 



" Yc8, Don Alfonso ! husband now no more. 
If ever you indeed deserved the name, 

la't worthy of your years ? — you have threescun 
i'ifty, or sixty, it is all the same — 

Is't wise or fitting, causeless to explore 

i'or facts against a virtuous woman's fame ? 

LTngraleful, perjured, barbarous Don Alfonso, 

Ij'iw dare you think your laily would go on so ? 



" Is it for this I have disduiii'tl to hold 
The common privileges of my sex ? 

Tliat I have chosen a confessor so old 
And deaf, that any otiier it would vex. 

And never once he has had cause to scold, 
But found my very innocence perplex 

So much, he always doubted I was married — 

How sorry you will be when I've miscarried 1 



" Was it for this that no Cortejo " e'er 
I jet have chosen from out the youth of Seville? 

Is it for this I scarce went anywhere. 
Except to bull-fights, mass, play, rout, and revel P 

Is it for this, whate'er my suitors were, 
I favour'd none — nay, was almost uncivil? 

Is it for this that General Count O'Reilly, 

Who took Algiers," declares I used him vilely ? 



" Did not the Italian Musico Cazzani 
Sing at my heart six months at least in vain P 

Did nut his countryman, Count Comiani, 
Call me the only virtuous wife in Spain ? 

Were there not also Kussians, English, many ? 
The CouTit Strongstroganoff I put in pain. 

And Lord Mount CDiTeehouae, the Irish peer. 

Who Idll'd himself for love (with wine) last year. 



" Have I not had two bishops at my feet ? 

The Duke of Icbar, and Don Fernan Nunez ; 
And is it thus a faithful wife you treat ? 

I wonder in what quarter now the moon is : 
I praise your vast forbearance not to beat 

Me also, since the time po opportune is — 
Oh, valiant man ! with sword drawn and cock'd tr 
Now, tell mc, don't you cut a pretty 6gure? 



" Was it for this you took your sudden jonni^. 
Under pretence of businesa in dispensable, 

With that sublime of rascals your aUorney, 

Whom I see standing there, and looking sensible 

Of having play'd the fool ? though both I spurn, he 
Deserves the worst, his conduct's less defensible. 

Because, no doubt, 'twas for his dirty fee. 

And not &om any love tc you nor me. 



" If be comes here to take a deposition. 
By all means let the gentleman proceed ; 

Ton've made the apartment in a fit condition : — 
There's pen and ink for you, sir, when you need — 

Let every thing be uot«d with precision, 

I would not you for nothing should be fee'd — 

But as my maid's undrest, pray turn your spies out." 

" Oh I " sobb'd Antooia, " I could t«ar their eyes out." 



"There is the closet, there the toilet, there 
The antechamber — search them under, over; 

Tliere is the sofa, there tbe great arm-chair. 

The chimney — which would really hold a lover." 

I wish to sleep, and beg you will take care 
And make no further noise, till you discover 

The secret cavern of this lurking treasure — 

And wben 'tis found, let me, too, have tiiat pleasure. 



"And now, Hidalgo t now tliat you have thrown 

Doubt upon me, confusion over all. 
Pray have the courtesy to make it known 

fFAo is the man you search for ? how d'ye ciill 
Him? what's his lineage? let liim but be shown — ■ 

I hope he's young and handsome — is he tall? 
Tell me — and be assured, that since you stain 
Mine honour thus, it shall not be in vain. 



" At Wst., perhaps, he has not sixty years, 

At lliat age he would be too old for slaughter, 

Or for so young a husband's jealous fears — 
(Antoiiia 1 let me liave a glass of water.) 

] am ashamed of having shed these tears. 
They are unworthy of my father's dauglit'^; 

My mother dream'd not in my natal hour, 

That I should fall into a monster's power. 



" Perhaps 'lis of Antonia you are jealous. 
You saw that she was sleeping by my sude. 

When you broke in upon us with your fellows 
Look where you please — we've nothing, air, to hifc; 

Only another time, I trust, you'll tell us, 
Or for the sake of decency abide 

A moment at the door, that we may be 

Drest to receive so much good company. 



" And now, sir, I have done, and say no more; 

'I'lie little I have siud may serve to show 
The guileless heart in silence may grieve o'er 

The wrongs to whose exposure it is slow :— 
I leave you la your conscience as before, 

'Twill one day ask you, leif you used me so ? 
God grant you feel not then the bitterest grief I — 
Antonia ! Where's my pocket-handkerchief ? " 



She ceased, and tum'd upon her pillow; pale 

She lav, her dark eyes flashing through their tair% 

Like skies that rain and lighten ; as a veil. 

Waved and o'ershading her wan cheek, appears 

Her streaming hair ; the black curls strive, but fail. 
To hide the glossy shoulder, which uprears 

Its snow through all; — her soft lips lie apart, 

And louder than her breathing beats her heart. 



Tlie Senhor Don Alfonpo atoi«l confused; 

Antonin hustled round the ransack'd room, 
And, turning up her no»e, nitli looks abused 

Her master, and kis myrmidons, of whom 
Not one, except the attorney, was amused; 

He, like Achates, faithful to the tomb, 
So there were quarrels, cared not for the cause. 
Knowing they must be settled by the laws. 



With prying snub-nose, and small eyes, lie stood. 
Following Antonia's motions here and there. 

With much suspicion in his attitude ; 
For reputations he had little care ; 

So that B suit or action were made good, 
Small pity had he for the young and fair, 

And ne'er believed in negatives, till these 

Were proved by competent false v-itnesses. 



But Don Alfonso stood with downcast looks. 
And, truth to say, he made a foolish figure; 

When, after searching in five hundred nooks. 
And treating a young wife with so much rigour, 

He gain'd no poini, except some self-rehukes. 
Added to those his lady with such vigour 

Ilnd pour'd upon him for the lost half-hour, 

Quick, thick, and heavy — aa a thunder-shower. 



At first he tried to hammer an cKCuse, 
To which the sole reply was tears, and sobs, 

And indications of hysterics, whose 

Prologue is always certain throes, and throbs. 

Gasps, and whatever else the owners choose : 
Alfonso saw his wife, and thought of Job's; 

He saw too, in perspective, her relations. 

And then he tried to musler all his patience. 



lie stood in act to epeak, or rather atammer. 
But sage Antonia cut him short before 

Tlie anvil of hia speech received the hammer. 

With " Pray, sir, leave the room, and say no mon, 

Or madam dies." — Alfonso mutter'd, " D— n her," 
But notliing else, the time of words was o'er ; 

He cast a rueful look or two, and did. 

He knew not wherefore, that which he was bid. 



With him retired his "pone comUaCiu," 
The attomej last, who linger'd near the door 

Heluctantly, still tarrying there as late as 
Antonia let hi m^ not a httle sore 

At Ihis most strange and uneiplain'd "Auiltu" 
In Don Alfonso's facts, which just now wore 

An awkward look ; as he revolved the case. 

The door was fasten'd in his legal face. 



No sooner was it bolted, than — Oh shame 1 
Oh sin ! Oh sorrow ! and Oh womankind ! 

How con you do such things and keep your fame. 
Unless this world, and t'otlier too, be blind ? 

Nothing so dear as an unfilch'd good name I 
But to proceed — for there is more behind : 

With much heartfelt reluctance be it said, 

Young Jnan slipp'd, half-smother' d, from the bed. 



He had been hid — I don't pretend to say 
How, nor can I indeed describe the where — ■ 

Young, slender, and pack'd easily, he lay, 

No doubt, in httle compass, round or square ; 

But pity him I neither must nor may 
His suffocation by that pretty pair; 

'Twere better, sure, to die so, than be shut 

With maudlin Clarence in his Malmsey butt.* 



And, second];, I pity not, hecaase 
lie had no business to commit a ain. 

Forbid by heavenly, fined by liumau laws, 
At least 'twas rather early to begin; 

But at sixteen the conscience rarely gnaws 
So much as when we ca!l our old debts in 

At sixty years, and draw the accompts of evil, 

And find a denced balance with the devil." 



Of his position I can ^vs no notion ; 

'Tis written in the Hebrew Chronicle, 
How the physicians, leaving pill and potion. 

Prescribed, by way of blister, a young belle, 
■When old King David's blood grew didl in motion. 

And that the medicine answer'd very well; 
Perhaps 'twns in a different way applied, 
I'or David bved, but Juan nearly died. 



What's to be done ? Alfonso will be back 
The moment he has sent his fools away. 

Antonia's skill was put upon the rack. 

But no device could be brought into play — 

And how to parry the renew'd attack ? 
Besides, it wanted but few hours of day : 

Antonia puzzled ; Julia did not speak. 

But press'd her bloodless lip to Juau's cheek. 



He tam'd his lip to here, and with his hand 
Call'd back the tangles of her wandering hair; 

£veu then their love they could not all command, 
And half forgot their danger and despair : 

Antonia's patience now was at a stand — 

"Come, come, 'tia no time now for fooling there," 

She whiaper'd, in great wrath — " I must deposit 

This pretty gentleman within the closet : 



" Fray, keep yoni nonsense for some lackier night — 
Wio can have put my master in this mood P 

What will become on't — I'm in such a fright. 
The Devil's in the urchin, and no good — 

Is this a time for giggling ? this a plight ? 

Why, don't jou know that it may end in blood P 

You'll lose youi life, and I shall lose mj plaoe. 

My mistress all, for that half-girhsh face. 



" Had it but been for a stout cavalier 

Of twenty-five or thirty — (come, make haste) 

But for a child, what piece of work is here I 
I really, madam, wonder at your taste — 

(Come, sir, get in) — my master must be near : 
There, for the present, at the least, he's fast, 

And if we can but till the morning keep 

Our counsel — (Juan, mind, you must not sleep)," 



Now, Don Alfonso entering, but alone, 
Closed the oration of the trusty maid : 

She loiter' d, and he told her to be gone. 
An order somewhat sullenly obey'd; 

However, present remedy was none. 
And no great good seem'd answei'd if she staid j 

Begaiding both with slow and sidelong view. 

She sniUT'd the candle, curtsied, and witbdnw. 



Alfonso paused a minute — then begun 
Some strange excuses for his late proceeding ; 

He would not justify what he had done, 
To say the best, it was extreme ill-breeding; 

But there were ample reasons for it, none 
Of which he specified in this his pleading : 

His speech was a fine sample, on the whole. 

Of rhetoric, which the learn'd call " rigmanU!' 



Julia said nought; though all the while there rose 
A ready answer, which at ouce enables 

A matron, who her husband's foible knows, 
By a few timely words to turn the tables, 

Which, if it does not silence, still must pose, — 
EveQ if it should comprise a pack of fables ; 

Tis to retort with firmness, and when he 

Suspects with <me, do you reproach with ikree. 



Julia, in fact, had tolerable grounds, — 

Alfonso's loves with Inez were well known ; 

But whether 'twas that one's own guilt oonfoundB— 
But that can't be, as has been often shown, 

A lady with apologies abounds ; — 

It might be that her silence sprang alone 

From delicacy to Don Juan's ear. 

To whom she kuew his mother's fame was dear. 



There might be one more motive, which makes two, 
Alfonso ne'er to Juan had alluded, — 

Mention'd liis jealousy, but never who 
H»d been the happy lover, he concluded, 

Conceal'd amongst his premises ; 'tis true. 

His mind the more o'er this its mystery brooded ; 

To speak of Inez now were, one may say, 

Like throwing Juan in Alfonso's way. 



A hint, in tender caser 

Silence is best, besides there is a tac^~ 
(That modem phrase appears to me sad stuff. 

But it will serve to keep my verse compact) — 
Which keeps, when push'd by questions rather rough, 

A lady always distant from the fact : 
The charming creatures lie witli sucli a grace. 
There's nothing so becoming to the face- 



Lights came at length, and men, and maids, who fouud 
An awkward spectacle tbeir eyes before; 

Antonia in hysterica, Julia swoon'd, 
Alfonso leaning, breathless, by l.lie door; 

Some half-tom drapery scatter'd oa the ground, 
Some blood, and several footsteps, but no more : 

Juan the gate gain'd, tum'd the key about, 

And liking not the inside, lock'd the out. 



Here ends this canto. — Need I sing, or say. 
How Juan, naked, favour'd by the night, 

"Who favours what she should not, found his way," 
And reach'd hia home in an unseemly plight ? 

Tlie pleasant scandal which arose next day. 

The nine days' wonder which was brought to light. 

And how Alfonso sued for a divorce. 

Were in the Enghsh newspapers, of course. 



If you would like to see the whole proceedings. 
The depositions and the cause at full. 

The names of all the witnesses, the pleadings 
Of counsel to nonsuit, or to annul. 

There's more than one edition, and the readings 
Are various, but they none of them are dull ; 

The best is that in short-hand la'en by Guriiey," 

Who to Madrid on purpose mndc a journey. 



But Donna Inez, to divert the train 
Of one of the most circulating scandals 

Tliat had for centuries been knovm in Spain, 
At least since the retirement of the Vandals," 

First vow'd (oud never hut! she vow'd in vain) 
To Virgin Mary several pounds of candles; 

And then, by the advice of some old ladies. 

She sent her son to be shipp'd off from Cadiz. 



She had resolved that he should travel through 
All European climes, by land or sea. 

To mend his former morals, and get new, 
Especially in Trance and Italy, 

(At least this is the tiling most people do.) 
Julia was sent into a convent : she 

Grieved, but, perhaps, her feehiigs may be better 

Shown in the following copy of her Letter : — 



"They tell me 'tis decided you depart ; 

Tis wise — ^"tis well, but noi the lesi a pain ; 
I have no further claim on your young heart. 

Mine is the victim, and would be again ; 
To love too much has beeu tlie only art 

I used ; — I write in haste, and if a ^tain 
Be on this sheet, 'tis not what it appears ; 
Uj eyeballs bum and throb, but have no tears. 



*'I loved, I love you, for this love have lost 

State, station, heaven, mankind's, my own esteem. 

And yet cannot regret what it hath cost. 
So dear is still the memory of thai dream ; 

Yet, if I name my ^ilt, 'tia not to boast. 
None can deem harshljer of me than I deem : 

I trace this scrawl because I cannot rest — 

I've nothing to reproach or to request. 



" Man's love is of man's life a tiling apart. 

"Tis woman's whole existence; man may range 
The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the mart. 

Sword, gown, gain, glory, offer in exchange 
Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up his heart, 

And few there are whom these cannot estrange; 
Men have all these resources, we but one," 
To love again, and be again midoiic," 



" You will proceed in pleasure, and iu pride. 
Beloved and loving manyj all is o'er 

For me on earth, except some jeara to hide 

My shame and sorrow deep in my heart's core : 

These I could bear, but cannot cast aside 
The passion which still rages as before, — 

And so farewell — forgive me, love me— No, 

That word is idle now — but let it go." 



"My breast has been all weakness, is so yet; 

But still I think I can collect my mind ; " 
My blood still rushes where my spirit's set, 

As roll the waves before the settled wind; 
My heart is feminine, nor can forget — 

To all, except one image, madly blind ; 
So shakes the needle, and so stands the pole. 
As vibrates my fond heart to my fix'd soul." 



" I have no more to say, but linger still. 
And dare not set my seal upon this sheet. 

And yet I may as well the task fulfd. 
My misery can scarce be more complete : 

I had not lived till now, could sorrow kill ; 
Death shuns the wretch who faiu the blow 

And I must even survive this last adieu. 

And bear with life, to love and pray for you ! ' 



Tliis note was written upon gilt-edged paper 
With a neat little crow-quill, slight and new ; " 

Her small white liand could hardly reach the Ui\kt, 
It trembled as magnetic needles do, 

And yet she did not let oiie tear escape her ; 

The seal a sun-flower : "2Slle vout tuit parlvut"* 

The motto, cut upon a white cornelian; 

The wax was superfine, its hue vermilion. 



This was Don Jaan'a earliest scrape ; but whether 
I shall proct-ed with his adventares is 

DependcDt on the public alu^ther ; 
We'U see, however, what they say to this. 

Their &voar in an author's cap's a feather. 
And no great mischief's done bj their caprice; 

And if their approbation we experience. 

Perhaps the/U have some more about a year heuixt. 



My poem's epic, and is meant to be 

Divided in twelve books ; each book containing, 
With love, and war, a heavy gale at sea, 

A list of ships, and captains, and kings reigning, 
New characters ; the episodes are three : "" 

A panoramic view of hell's in training, 
AIl«r the style of Virsil and of Homer, 
So that my name of Epic's no misnomer. 



All these things will be specified in time, 
With strict regard to Aristotle's rules, 

The rude Mecum of the true sublime, 
Which makes so many poets, and some foola : 

Prose poets like blank-verse, Pm fond of rhym^ 
Good workmen never quarrel with their tools; 

Pve got new mythological macliinexy. 

And very handsome supernaturid scenery. 



There's only one slight difference between 
Me and my epic brethren gone before. 

And here the advantage is my own, I ween 
(Not that I have not several merits more. 

But this will more peculiarly be seen) ; 
They so embellish, that 'tis quite a bora 

'J'lieir labyrinth of fables to thread through, 

\\ hereas this story's actually true. 



If any person doubt it, I appeal 
To history, tradition, and to facts. 

To newspapers wliose truth all know and feel. 
To plays in five, and operas in three acts ; '" 

All these confirm my statement a good deal. 
But that which more completely faith exacts 

Is, that myself, and several now in Seville, 

SoK Juan's last elopement with the devil. 



If ever I should condescend to prose, 
111 write poetical commandments, which 

Shall supersede beyond all doubt all those 
That went before ; in these I shall enricb 

My text with many things that no one knows, 
Ajid carry precept to the highest pitch : 

I'll call the work " Longinus o'er a BotUe," 

Or, Every Poet his onm Aristotle." 



niou shalt believe in Milton, Dryden, Pope j 

Tliou shalt not set up Wordsworth, Coleridge, Sontbey; 

Because the first is crazed beyond all hope, 
The second diank, the third so quaint and mouthy : 

With Crabbe it may be difficult ts ?npe. 

And Campbell's HJppocreue is somewhat drouthy: 

Tliou shalt not steal from Samuel Hogers, nor 

Commit — flirtation with the muse of Moore. 



Thou shalt not covet Mr. Sotheby's Muse, 
His Pegasus, nor any thing that's his ; 

Thou shalt not bear false witness like " the Blue*"— 
(There's one, at least, is very fond of this) ; 

Thou shalt not write, in short, but what I choose ; 
This is true criticism, and you may kiss — 

Exactly as you please, or not, — the rod ; 

Bat if you don't, I'll lay it on, by G— I 



If anj person ahoald presume to assert 
This story is not moral, first, I pray. 

That they will not cry out before they're hurt. 
Then that tlie/ll read it o'er again, and say 

(But doubtless, nobody will be so pert). 
That this is not a moral tale, though gay; 

Besides, in Canto Twelfth, I mean to show 

The Tery place where wicked people go. 



If, after aU, there should be some so blind 
To their own good this warning to despise. 

Led by some tortuosity of mind. 

Not to believe my verse and their own eyes. 

And cry that they "tlie moral cannot find," 
I tell him, if a clergyman, he lies; 

Should captains the remark, or cntics, make, 

Ther also lie too — under a mistake. 



The public approbation I expect, 

And beg they'll take my word about the moral. 
Which I with their amusement will connect 

{So children cutting teeth receive a coral) ; 
Meantime they'U doubtlests please to recollect 

My epical pretensions to the laurel : 
For fear some prudisii readers should grow skittish 
I've bribed my giandmother'M review — the Bdtiah. 



I aent it in a letter to the Editor, 

Who thank'd me duly by return of post — 
I'm for a handsome article liis creditor ; 

Yet, if my gentle Muse be please to roast. 
And break a promise after having made it her. 

Denying the receipt of what it cost. 
And smear bis page with gall instead of honey. 
All I can sny is — llmt he hud the money. 



I think that with this holy new alliance 
I may ensure the public, and defy 

All other magazines of art or science. 
Daily, or monthly, or three monthly ; I 

Have not essay'd to multiply their chents. 
Because tbey t«ll me 'twere in vain to try. 

And that the Edinburgh Beview and Quarterly 

Treat a dissenting author very martyrly. 



" Non ego hocferTem catida jurenld 
Coruvte Planco"^' Horace said, and so 

Say I ; by which quotation there is meant a 
Hint that some sis or seven good years ago 

(Long ere I dreamt of dating from the Brenta) 
I was moat ready to return a blow. 

And would not brook at all this sort of thing 

In my hot youth — when George, the Third was King. 



But now at thirty years my hair is gray— 
(I wonder what it will be like at forty P 

I thought of a peruke the other day — "") 

My heart is not much greener ; and, in short, I 

Have squander'd my whole summer while 'twas May, 
And feel no more the spirit to retort ; I 

Have spent my life, both interest and principal. 

And deem not, what I deem'd, my soul invincible. 



No more — no more — Oh ! never more on me 
The freshness of tlie heart can fall like dew, 

Which out of all the lovely things we see 
Extracts emotions beautiful and new ; 

Hived in our bosoms tike the bag a' the hee 
Think'st thou the honey with those objects grew ? 

Alas ! 'twas not in tbera, but in thy power 

To double even the sweetness of a flower. 



No more — no morr. — Oh ! never more, mj heart. 
Canst thou be my sole world, mj universe ! 

Once all in all, but now a thing apart. 

Thou canst not be my blessing or my corse : 

Tlie illusion's gone for ever, and thou art 
Insensible, I trust, but uone the worse. 

And in thy sttad I've got a deal of judgment. 

Though heaven knows how it ever found a lodgment. 



My days of love are over ; me uo more "* 

The charms of maid, wife, and still less of widow. 

Can make the fool of which they made before, — 
In short, I must not lead the life I did do ; 

The credulous hope of mutual minds is o'er. 
The copious use of claret is forbid too, 

So for a good old-gentlemanly vice, 

I think 1 must take up with avarice.'" 



Ambition was my idol, which was broken 

Before the shrines of Sorrow, and of Pleasure; 

And the two last have left me many a token 
O'er which reflection may be made at leisure ; 

Now, like Friar Bacon's brazen head, I've spoken, 

"Time is. Time was. Time's past:"" — a cliymic treasure 

Is glittering youth, which I have spcut betimes — 

Hy heart in passion, and my head on rhymes. 



"What is the end of fame ? 'tis but to fill 

A certain portion of uncertain paper : 
Some liken it to climbing up a hill. 

Whose summit, like all hills, is lost in vapour; 
For this men write, speak, preach, and heroes kill. 

And bards bum wbat they call tiicir " midnight taper ; 
To have, when the original is dust, 
A name, a wretched picture, and worse buat. 



Wliat are the hopes of man ? Old Egypt's King 

Cheops erected the first pjramid 
And largest, thinking it was just the thing 

To keep his memory whole, and mummy hid : 
But somebody or other rummaging, 

Burglariously broke his coffin's lid : 
Let Dot a monument give you or me hopes. 
Since not a pinch of dust remains of Cheops." 



But I being fond of true philosophy. 

Say very often to myself, "Alas I 
All things that have been born were bora to die. 

And flesh (which Death mows down to bay) is grass; 
You've pass'd your youth not so unpleasantly. 

And if you had it o'er again — 'twould pas^— 
So thank your stars that matters are no worse. 
And read your bible, sir, and mind youi purse." 



But for the present, gentle reader ! and 

Still gentler purchaser I the bard — that's I — 

Must, with permiasion, shake you by the hand,'* 
And so your humble servant, and good-b'ye I 

We meet again, if we should understand 
Each other ; and if not, I sliall not try 

Your patience further than by this short samplfr— 

'Twere well if others foUow'd my example. 



" Go, little book, from this my solitude ! 

I cast thee on the waters — go thy ways I 
And if, as I believe, thy vein be good. 

The world will find thee after many days.'"" 
When Southey'a read, and Wordsworth understood, 

I can't help putting in my cluini to praise — 
The four first rhymes are Southey's eveiy line ; 
I'or God's sake, reader I take them not for mine I 



DON JUAN. 



CAD TO THE SECOND.* 



* ['* Began at Yenios. DMtmb«r U^ mflL-Anl«b«l Juu SO^ 1819. "—&] 



IBTEODUCTIOH TO CANTO THE SECOND. 



BnoRB Lord Byron Iiad be&rd from England the opinioni of his litcnuy Mendi 
on tlie opeDing canto of Don Jaui, he had compteted Canlo tha Second. This wu on 
tbe 20lb of JiuiDai7, 1819, and on th« lit of Febrnai?, he wrote ta Mr. Monay that 
he had not yet be^nn to mpf it riut, parU; from Luincaa and portlj (rem the dia- 
couragniient of tbe milk and vatfr tbrown apon ila predeoeuor. He finiabed the 
Iranwript at the <»minenceiaent of April, and notwiUutanding vhat he aid of dia- 
oooragements and iDiigiTingB, nfoied to bear a word abont soppreuion or curtail' 
menta. "Ton niaj ai well," he wrote to Mr. Marray, "talk to the wind, and 
better — for il will at leaat oonTej jutu acceata a little farther than they wonid othtr- 
wi>e hare gone ; whereai I ahall neJEber echo nor aoqniesM in joui eiquisite maona." 
The poetrj was even finer than before, but in tbe tone of the eontinnation there waa 
DO improTemenl on the condemned canto. The loTee of Juan and Baidie, which are 
told in the sweetest atiain of Terse, he wantool; tainted bj the aeniual toni he gave 
to their passion. The anblimitj and pathos of the ahipwreek are marred bj another 
wilful offence against tasle and feeling— tbe attempt to lad off tisgie emotions hito 
tbe lowest faroe. Mr. Morniy nported to him tbe (nlloqnial oritidsm of a liteiafT 
friend, *^ That we are neter scorched and drenched at the same Ume.*' " Blemnga 
on bis experience," retorted Lord B^on ; "did he never play at cricket, or walk a 
mile in hot weather. Did be nerer spill a diih of tea OTer himBelf iu haodiug tbe eup 
to bis charmer, to tbe great sbamiO of his nankeea breeches I Did be never iwim in 
the sea at noonday with the snn in bis eyes and on hie head, which all the foam of 
ocean could not cool I" But though bj a Btiiog of iceh ingenioua luterrogationa he 
disposed sacce«6illy of the metaphor, he otild only reply apoa the merita of the 
question, " that the grarity heightened thp fan," — forgetliil that the fun waa itself 
the objection when founded npou subjects to-i serious fbr mirth. Not did it auiwer ita 
and, for that which revolts ean never amuse. Bepleta aa ia " Don Juan " with Tarions 
wil, and with the most natural transitions from grave to gay, t^ere would have aeamiid 
to be no temptation to aim at what we most term the tuictdal soecea* of eitinguiibing 
in laogbter the nSned emotions be bad raised. Some of his antagonists directed 
their attacks to a pirint where Lord Byron's hameaa wu wilhont a joint. Every 
dclaQ in tbe abipwreck was, as he has stated, taken from bot. and moMly from well- 
known published nanatives. He waa ahsnrdly charged with plagiarism in eoose- 
qucnce, when the very merit of tbe performance was in the literal venificatioB of 
oiuljcal proae which appeared to defy the reaonrcea of rhyme. In the parU wbieh 
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la be a debtor to nothing «i«etit hia m 



the poet vill be found to hava 



CANTO TEE SECOND. 



Oh ye 1 who teach the iiigeRUOus youth of nations, 
Holland, France, England, Germany, or Spain, 

I pray ye flog them upon qU occasions. 

It mends their morals, never mind the pain : 

The best of mothers and of educations 

In Juan's case were but einploy'd in vain. 

Since, in a way that's rather of the oddest, he 

Became divested of his native modesty.' 



Had he but been placed at a public school, 
In the third form, or even in the fourth. 

His daily task had kept his fancy cool. 

At least, had he been nurtured in the north ; 

Spain may prove an exception to the rule, 

But then exceptions always prove it* worth — 

A lad of sisteen caosing a divorce 

I'uzzled bis tutors very much, of course. 



1 can't say that it puzzles me at all. 

If all things be consider'd : first, there was 

His lady-mother, mathematical, 

A never mind ; — his tutor, an old ass; 

A pretty woman — (that's quite natural. 
Or else the thing had hardly come to pass) 

A husband rather old, not much in unity 

AVith bis young wife — a time, and opportunity. 
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Well — well : the world must lum upon ita axis, 
And all mankind turn with it, heads or tails. 

And live and die, make love and pa; our taxes. 
And as the veering wind shifts, shift our sails; 

The king commands us, and the doctor quacks u>, 
The priest instructs, and so our life exhales, 

A little breath, love, wine, ambition, fame, 

Fighting, devotion, dust, — perhaps a name. 



I said, that Juan had been sent to Cadiz — 

A pretty town, I recollect it well — 
"i'is tliere the mart of the colonial trade i^ 

(Or was, before Peru leani'd to rebel,) 
Ami such sweet girls — I mean, such graceful ladies, 

'i'heir very walk would make your bosom swell ; 
I can't describe it, though so much it strike, 
Nor liken it — I never saw Ihe hke: 



Au Arab horse, a stately stag, a barb 
New broke, a cameleopard, a gazelle, 

No^none of these will do ;— and tiieu their garb, 
Their veil and petticoat — Alas ! to dwell 

Upon such things would very near absorb 
A canto — then their feet and ankles, — well. 

Thank Heaven I've got no metaphor quite ready, 

(And so, my sober Muse — come, let's be steady — 



Chaste Muse ! — well, if you must, you must) — the veil 
Thrown back a moment wilh the glancing hand, 

While the o'erpowering eye, that tunis you pale. 
Flashes into the heart : — All suimy land 

Of love ! when I forget you, may 1 fail 
To say my prayers — but never was there plann'd 

A dress through which the eyes give such a volley 

Excepting the Venetian Fazzioli.' 



But to OUT tale : the Doniia Inez sent 
Her son to Cudiz only to embark ; 

To stay there had not anaweKd her intent, 
But why? — we leave the reader in the JarV— 

'Twas for a voyage the young man was meant, 
Aa if a Spanish ship were Noah's ark, 

To wean him from the wickedness of earth, 

And send hini like a dove of promise forth. 



Don Juan bade bis valet paek his things 
According to direction, then received 

A lecture and some money : for four springs 
He was to travel ; aud though Inez grieved 

(As every kind of pBrttng liaa its stings), 

She hoped he would improve — periiaps believed ; 

A letter, too, she gave (he never read it) 

Of good advice — and two or tliree of credit. 



In the mean time, to pass her hours away. 
Brave Inez now set up a Sunday school 

For naughty children, who would rather piny 
(Like truant rogues) the devil, or the fool; 

Infants of three years old were taught ihat day. 
Dunces were whipt, or set upon a stool : 

the great success of Jubii'b education 

Spurr'd her to leacb another generation.* 



Juau embark'd — the ship got under way, 
The wind was fair, the water pnssing rough ; 

A devil of a sea rolls in that bay, 

Afl I, who've crosfl'd it oft, know well enough; 

And, standing upon deck, the dashing spray 

Flies in one's face, and makes it weather-tough ; 

And there he stood to take, and take again. 

His first— perhaps bis liist — farewell of Spain. 



I cnii't but say it is an awkward sight 
To see one's native land receding through 

The growing waters ; it unmans one quite, 
Especially when life is rather new ; 

I recollect Great Britain's coast looks white. 
But almost every other country's blue, 

'When gazing on them, mystified by distance. 

We enter on our nautical existence. 



So Juan stood, bewilder'd oti tlie deck: 

The wind sung, cordage strain' d, aud sailors nworr. 
And the ship creak'd, tlie town became a speck. 

From which away so fair and fast they bore. 
The best of remedies is a beef-steak 

Against sea-sickness : ' try it, sir, before 
You sneer, and I assure you this is true. 
For I have found it answer — so may you. 



Don Juan stood, and, gazing from the sl«m. 
Beheld his native Spaiu receding far : 

First partings form a lesson hard to learn, 
Even nations feel this when they go to war ; 

There is a sort of uuexprest concern, 

A kind of shock that sets one's heart ajar : 

At leaving even the most unpleasant people 

And places, one keeps looking at the steeple. 



But Juan had got many things to leave, 
Hia mother, and a mistress, and no wife. 

So that he had much better cause to grieve. 
Than many persons more advanced in life; 

Aud if we now and then a sigh must heave 
At quitting even those we quit in strife. 

No doubt we weep for those the heart endears— 

That is, till deeper griefs congeal our tears. 



So Juan wept, as wept (he captive Jews 

label's waters, still remembering Sion ; 
I'd weep, — but mine is not a weeping Muse, 

And such light griefs are not a tiling to die on ; 
Young men should travel, if but to amuse 

Themselves ; and the next time their servanta tie on 
Behind their carriages their new portmonleau. 
Perhaps it may be lined with tliis my canto. 



And Juan wept, and much lie t^igh'd and thought, 
While his salt t^ars dropp'd into the salt sea, 

"Saeets to tlie sweet;" (I like so much to quote; 
You must excuse this extract, — 'tis where she, 

Tlie Queen of Denmark, for Ophelia brought 
Flowers to the grave;) and, sobbing often, he 

Reflected on his present situation. 

And seriously resolved on reformation. 



"PareweU, my Spain I a long farewell !" he c 
"Perhaps I may revisit thee no more, 

But die, as many an exiled heart hatU died, 
Of its own thirst to see again thy shore : 

I'arewell, wliere Guadalquivir's waters glide t 
Farewell, my mother ! and, since all is o'er. 

Farewell, too, dearest Julia ! — {here he drew 

Her letter out again, and read it through.) 



" And oh I if e'er I should forget, I swear — 
But that's impossible, and cannoi be — 

Sooner shall this blue ocean melt to air. 
Sooner shall earth resolve itself to sea. 

Than I resign thine image, oh, my fair I 
Or ibitik of any thing, excepting thee; 

A mind diseased no remedy can physic — 

(Here the ship gave a lurch, and he grew sea-sick.) 



"Sooner shall heaven kiss earth— (here he fell sicker) 
Oh, Julia I what is every other woe V — 

(For God'a sake let me have a glass of liquor; 
Pedro, Battista, help me down belnw.) 

Julia, my love — (jou rascal, Pedro, quicker) — 
Oh, Julia I — {thia curst vessel pitches so) — 

Beloved Julia, hear me still beseeching I " 

(Here he grew inarticulate with retching.) 



He felt that chilling heaviness of heart, 
Or rather stomach, which, alas ! attends. 

Beyond the best apothecary's art. 

The loss of love, the treachery of friends. 

Or death of those we dote on, when a part 
Of us dies with them as each fond hope ends : 

No doubt he would have been much more pathetic, 

But the sea acted as a strong emetic. 



Love's a capricious power : I've kiio"ii it bold 
Out through a fever caused by its own heat. 

But be much puzzled by a cough and cold, 
And find a quinsy very hard to treat; 

Against all noble maladies he's bold. 
But vulgar illnesses don't like to meet. 

Nor that a sneeze should interrupt his sigh, 

Nor inflammations redden his blind eye, 



But worst of all is nausea, or a paiu 
About the lower region of the bowels; 

Love, who heroically breathea a vein. 

Shrinks from the application of hot lowels. 

And purp^tives are dangerous to his rdgn, 

Sea-sickness death : lu's love was perfect, liuw else 

Could Juan's passion, while llie billows ronr, 

Itesifit his stomach, ne'er at sea before P 



The ship, call'd the most holy " Trinadada," 
"Was steering duly for the port Leghoni ; 

For there the Spauish family Moiicada 

Were settled long ere Juan's sire was bom : 

Tiiey were relations, and for them he bad a 
Letter of introduction, which the morn 

Of his departure had been sent liim bj 

His Spanish friends for those in Italj. 



His suite consisted of three servants and 

A tutor, the licentiate I'edriilo, 
Who several langu^es did oriUerstanil, 

But now lay sick and »|>eechles8 on hia pillow. 
And, rocking iu his hammock, long'd for land. 

His headache being increased by every billow ; 
And the wavcA oozing ttirough the port-hole made 
His berth a little damp, and him afraid. 



Twas not without some reason, for this wind 
Increased at night, until it blew a gale ; 

And though 'twaa not much to a naval mind. 
Some landsmen would have look'd a little pal^ 

For sailors are, in fact, a dilTercnt kind : 
At sunset they began to take in sail, 

For tbe sky show'd it would ciimc ou to blow, 

And carry away, perhaps, a mast or so. 



At one o'clock the wind with sudden shift 

Threw the ship right into tiie trough of the sea, 

Which struck her aft, and made an awkward rift, 
Started the stern-post, also siiatter'd the 

Whole of her stern -frame, and, ere she could lift 
Herself from out her present jeopardy. 

The rudder tore away ; 'twas time to sound 

The pumps, and there were four feet water found.* 



One gang of people instantly was put 

Upon the pumps, and the remainder set 
To get up part ot the cargo, and what not ; 

fiut the; could not come at the leak as yet ; 
At last thej did get at it really, but 

Still their salvation was an even bet : 
The water rush'd through in a way quite ))tizi'.iing. 
While they tliruat sheets, shirts, jackets, bales of utuslin. 



Into the opening ; but all such ingredients 

Would have been vain, and they must have gone down. 
Despite of all their efforts and expedients. 

But for the pumps : I'm glad to make them known 
To all the brother tars who may have need hence. 

For fifty tons of WDt«r were upthrown 
By them per hour, and they had all been undone, 
But for the maker, Mr. Mann, of London,' 



Ah day advanced the weather scem'd to abate. 
And then the leak they reckon'd to reduce, 

And keep the siiip afloat, though three feet yet 
Kept two hand and one chain-pump still in use. 

The wind blew fresh again : as it grew late 

A squall came on, and while some guns broke .uose, 

A gust — which all descriptive power transcends — 

Liiid with one blast the ship on her beam ends,* 



There she lay motionless, and seem'd upset ; 

The water left the hold, and wash'd the decks. 
And made a scene men do not soon forget; 

For they remember battles, fires, and wrecks. 
Or any otlier thing that brings regret, 

<_)r breaks their hope.'i, or iiearts, or heads, or necks 
Thus drowuings are much talk'd of by the divers, 
\nd swimmers, who may chance to be s 



Immediately the masts were cut away, 

Both maui and mizcn : first the mtzen went. 

The main-maat foUow'd; but the ship still lay 
Like a mere log, and baffled oar intent. 

Poremast and bowsprit were cut down, and they 
£ased her at last [although we never meant 

To part with all till every bope was blighted). 

And then with violence the old ship righted." 



It may be easily supposed, while this 

Was going on, some people were unquiet. 

That passeugers would find it much amiss 
To lose their lives, as well as spoil their diet; 

Tbat even the able seaman, deeming his 
Days nearly o'er, might be disposed to riot. 

As upon such occasions tara will ask 

For grog, and sometimes drink rum from tlic cask. 



There's nought, no doubt, so much the spirit calms 

As rum and true religion : thus it was. 
Some plunder'd, some drank spirits, some sung psalms, 

The high wind made the treble, and as bass 
The hoarse harsh waves kept time j fright cured the qualms 

Of all the luckless landsmen's sea^sick maus : 
Strange sounds of wailing, blasphemy, devotion, 
Clamour'd iu chorus to the roaring ocean." 



Perhaps more mischief had beeti done, but for " 
Our Juan, who, with sense beyond his yean. 

Got to the spirit- room, and stood before 
It witii a pair of pistols ; and their fears. 

As if Death were more dreadful by his door 
Of fire than water, spite of oaths and tears, 

Kept still aloof the crew, who, ere lliey sunk, 

Thuugiil it would be bi.roiiiing to die drunk." 



"Give us more grog," they cried, "for it will be 
All one an hour hence," Juan answer**! "No! 

"Tis true tliat de;ith awaits both you and me. 
But let us die like men, not siuk below 

Like brutes : " — and thus hia dangerous post kept be," 
And none liked to anticipate the blow; 

And even Pedrillo, his raoat reverend tutor, 

AVas for some rum a disappointed suitor. 



The good old gentleman whs (juile ii«haat. 
And made a loud aud pious lamentation; 

Repented all his sins, and made a last 
Irrevocable vow of reformation ; 

Nothing shoidd tempt him more (tiaa peril past) 
To quit his arjidemic occupation. 

In cloisters of tlie classic Salamanca, 

To follow Juau's wake, like Sancbo Panca. 



But now there came a flash of hope once uiorej 

Day broke, and the wind lull'd: the masts were p^ne; 

The leak increased ; shoals round iier, but no shore. 
The vessel swam, yet still she held lier own. 

They tried the pumps again, and though before 
Their desperate efforts seem'd all useless grown, 

A glijnpse of sunsliine set some hands to bale — 

The stronger pump'd, the weaker thrumm'd a sail.* 



Under the vessel's keel the sail was past. 
And for the moment it had some effect ; " 

But with a leak, and not a stick of mast, 

Nor rag of canvass, what could they expect? 

But still 'tis best to struggle to the last, 
'Tis never to<i l.ile to be wliolly wreck'd : 

And though 'tis true that man can only die once, 

'Tis not so pleasant in the Gulf of Lyons." 



There winds and waves had Imrl'd tliem, and from tlii^iicc, 
Without their will, they carried them awaj ; 

for they were forced with steering to dispense. 
And never had aa yet a quiet day 

On which they might repose, or even commence 
A jurymaat or rudder, or could say 

The sliip would Bwini an hour, which, by good luck. 

Still Bwam— though not exactly like a ituck. 



The wind, in fact, perhaps, was rather less. 

But tlie ship labour'd so, they scarce could hope 

To weather out much longer; tlie distress 
Was also great with which they hud to cope 

For waut of water, and their solid mess " 
Was scant enough : in vain the telescope 

AY as used — nor sail nor shore appear'd in sight. 

Nought but the heavy sea, and coming uiglit. 



Again the weather threaten'd, — again blew " 
A gale, and in the fore and after ho!d 

Water appear'd ; yet, thougii the people knew 
All this, the most were patient, and some bold, 

Until the chains and leathers were worn through 
Of all our pumps ; — a wreck coroplele she roll'd 

At mercy of the waves, whose mercies are 

Like human beings during civil war. 



Then came the carpenter, at last, with tears 
In his rough eyes, and told the captain, he 

Could do no more : he was a man in years. 

And long had voyaged through muny a sLonujr s 

And if he wept at lengtli," ihey were nut fears 
Tliat made liis eydid^^ as a woman's be. 

But he, poor fellow, had a wife and children, 

Two things for dying people quite bewildering. 



The ship was evidently settling uow " 

Fast by the head; and, all distinction gone. 

Some went to prajers again, and made a vow 
Of candies to their saints " — but there were iioi 

To pay them with ; and some look'd o'er the bow 
Some hoisted out the boats ; and there was out 

That begg'd Pedrillo for an absolution. 

Who told him to be damn'd — in his confusion." 



Some lash'd them in their liaiitmocks ; some put on 
Their best clotlies, as if going to a fair ; 

Some cursed the day on wliich they saw the sun, 
And gnash'd their teelh, and, howling, tore tlieir liuir 

And others went on as they had begun, 
Getting tlie boats out, being well awaie 

That a tight boat will live in a rough sea. 

Unless with breakers close beneath her lee,* 



The worst of all was, that in their condition, 
Having been several days in great distress, 

'Twas difficult to get out sucii provision 

Aa uow alight render their long suffering leas : 

Men, even wlieu dving, dislike inanition ; " 
Their stock was damaged by the weather's stress : 

Two casks of biscuit, and a keg of butter, 

Were all that could be tlirown into tiie cutter. 



But in the long-boat they contrived to stow 

Some ponTids of bread, though injured by the wet; 

Water, a twenty-gallon cask or so ; 

Sin flasks of wine : and they contrived to get 

A portion of tlieir beef up from below," 
And with a jiiece of pork, moreover, met. 

But scarce enough to serve them for a luncheon — 

Then lliere waa rum, eight gallons in a puncheon. 



Tlie other boiita, the vawl and pinnace, hud 
Been stove in the iieginriing of the gale ; " 

And the loug-boat's condition vus but bad, 
As there were but two bhmfcets for a sfiil," 

And one oar for a mast, which a young lad 
Tlirew in by good liick over the ship's rail ; 

And two boats could not hold, far less be stored, 

To BBve one half the people then on board. 



Twas twilight, and the sunless day went down 
Orer the waste of waters ; like a veil, 

Which, if withdrawn, would but disclose the frown 
Of one whose hate is mask'd but to assail." 

Thus to tlieir hopeless eyes the night was shown. 
And grimly darkled o'er the faces pale. 

And the dim desolate deep : twelve days had Fear 

Been their bmiliar, and now Death was here. 



Some tiial had been making at a raft. 
With little hope in such a rolling sea, 

A sort of thing at which one would have lough'd," 
If any laugiiter at such times could be. 

Unless with people who too much have quaff'd, 
Aud have a kind of wild aud horrid glee. 

Half epileptical, and half hysterical : — 

Tlieir preservation would have been a miracle. 



At half-past eight o'clock, booms, hencoops, spars. 
And all things, for a chance, had been cast loose 

Tliat still could keep afloat the struggling tars," 
For yet they strove, although of no great use : 

Tliere was no light in lieaven but a ftw stars. 
The boats put off' o'ercrowded with their crews ; 

She gave a heel, and then a lurch to port, 

And, going down bead foremost— sunk, in "hort," 



Then rose from sea to sky the wild fareweU — 

Then shriek'd the timid, and stood still tiie hrave,- 

Then some leap'd overboard with dreadful yellj" 
As eager to anticipate their grave ; 

And the sea yawn'd aromid her like a hell. 

And down she auck'd with her the whirling wave. 

Like one who grapples with his enemy. 

And strives to strangle him before he die. 



And first one universal shriek there rusli'd, 
Louder than the loud ocean, like a crafh 

Of echoing thunder ; and then all was hush'd, 
Save the wild wind and the remorseless dafili 

Of billows ; but at intervals there gusb'd. 
Accompanied with a convulsive splash, 

A solilary shriek, the bubbling cry' 

Of some strong swimmer in Iiis ^ony. 



The boats, aa stated, had got off before. 

And in them crowded several of the crew; 
And yet their present hope was hardly more 

Than what it had been, for so strong it blew 
There was slight chance of reaching any shore ; 

And then they were too many, though so few- 
Nine in the cutter, thirty in the boat, 
Were counted in them when they got afloat. 



All the rest perish'd ; near two liundred souls 
Had left their bodies ; and wliat's worse, alas I 

When over Catholics the ocean rolls. 

They must wait several weeks before a mass 

Takes oil' one peck of pui^torial coals, 

Because, till people know whafs come to pass. 

They won't lay out tlieir money on the dead — 

It costs three francs for every mass that's said. 



JuEtn got into tHe long boat, and tliere 
Coiitrived to help Pedrillo to a pluce ; 

It seem'd aa if they had exclmnged their care. 
For Juau wore the magisterial face 

Wliich courage gives, while poor Pedrillo's pair 
Of eyes were crying for their owner's ease : 

Battista, though {a name call'd shortly Tita) 

Wa5 lost by getting at some acjua-vita. 



Pedro, his valet, too, he tried to save. 
But the same cause, conducive to his loas, 

Left him so drunk, he jump'd into the ware 
As o'er the cutter's edge he tried to crossi, 

And so he found a wine- and- watery grave ; 
They could not rescue him although so close. 

Because the sea ran higher every minute. 

And for the boat — the crew kept crowding in it. 



A small old spaniel, — which had been Don JiJse'a, 
His father's, whom he loved, as ye may think, 

Por on such things the memory reposes 

With tenderness — stood howling on the brink. 

Knowing, (doga have sucli intellectual noses !) 
No doubt, the vessel was about to sink; 

And Juan caught him up, and ere he stepp'd 

Off, threw him in, then after him he leap'd. " 



He also stuff d his money where he could 
About his person, and Pedrillo's too. 

Who let him do, in fact, whate'er he would, 
Not knowiug what himself to say, or do. 

As every rising wave his dread renewed ; 

But Juan, trusting they might still get through. 

And deeming there were remedies for any ill, 

Thus re-enibark'd his tutor and his spaniel. 



'Tvas a rough night, and blew so stifBy ;et, 
That the sail vaa becalm'd between the seas. 

Though on the wave's high top too much to set, 
They dared not take it in for all the breczu ; 

Each sea curl'd o'er the stern, and kept them wet. 
And bade them bale without a moment's ease, " 

So that themselves as well as hopes were damp'd. 

And the poor little cutter quickly swamp'd. 



Nine souls more went in her : the loug-boat still 
Kept above water, with an oar for mast. 

Two blankets stitch'd together, answering ill 
Instead of sail, were to the oar made fast : 

Though every wave roU'd menacing to fill. 
And present peril all before surpass' d, " 

They grieved for those who perish'd with the cuUe 

And also for the biscuit-casks and butter. 



The sun rose red and Qery, a sure sign 
Of the continuance of the gale : to run 

Before the sea until it should grow 6ne, 
Was all that for the present could be done : 

A few tea-spoonfuls of their rum and wine 
Were served out to the people, who begun " 

To faint, and damaged bread wet through the bags. 

And most of them had little clothes but rags. 



Tbttj counted thirty, crowded iu a space 

Which left scarce room for motion or exertion ; 

They did their best to modify their case. 

One half sate up, though numb'd with the immeraioii. 

While f other half were laid down in their place. 

At watch and watch ; thus, shivering like the tertian 

Ague in its cold fit, they fill'd their boat. 

With nothing but the sky for a greut coat.* 



"Kb very cerlain tlie desire of life 

Prolongs it : lliia is obrious to phj»cians. 

When patients, neither plagued with Mends uor wife 
Survive tlirougii very desperate conditions, 

e they still can hope, nor shines the kiiife 
Nor shears of Atropos before their visions : 

Despair of all recovery spoils longevity. 

And makes meu'a miseries of ularining brevity. 



Tis said that persons living on annuities 

Are longer lived than others, — God knows why, 

Uidess to plague the grantors, — ^yet so true it is, 
That some, I really think, do never die ; 

Of any creditors the worst a Jew it is. 

And thud their mode of furnishing supply : 

In my young days tiiey lent me cnsh that way, 

Which I found very troublesome to pay. 



"Tis thus with people in an open boat, 
They live upon the love of life, and bear 

More than can be believed, or even thought, 

And stand like rocks the tempest's wear and t^ar; 

And hardship still has been the sailor's lot. 

Since Noah's ark went cruising here and there ; 
She had a curious crew as well as cargo. 
Like the first oKI Greek privateer, the Argo. 



But man is a carnivorous production. 

And must have meals, at least one meal a daft 

lie cannot live, like woodcocks, upon suction, 
But, like the shark and tiger, must have prey ; 

Although his anatomical construction 
Bears vegetables, in a grumbling way. 

Your labouring people think beyond all (juestioii 

Beef, veal, and mutton, better for digestion. 



IM DOH JTAX. 



And thus it vis with this our hapless 

For on the third dsr there tune on a cahn. 

And though at first their strength it might renev. 
And 1 jing on their weariness Uke bahn, 

LnlFd them Uke turtles sleeping on the Uoe 
Of ocean, when thej woke thej fdt a qoalniy 

And fdl all raTenoodj on their pionsiony 

Instead of hoarding it with doe predsioa. 



Hie consequence was easilj foreseen — 

They ate np all thej had, and drank their wine^ 

In spite at all remonstrances^ and then 

On what, in &ct, next daj were thej to dine ? 

Thej hoped the wind would rise, these fooli^ men ! 
And carrj tiiem to shore; these hopes were fine. 

But as thej had hot one oar, and that brittle. 

It woold have been more wise to sare their victoaL 



The fourth daj came, bnt not a breath of air,* 
And Ocean slomber'd like an nnwean'd child : 

The fifth daj, and their boat lay floating there. 
The sea and skj were bine, and dear, and mild — 

With their one oar (I wish thej had had a pair) 
^^That coold thej do ? and hunger's rage grew wild 

So Juan's spaniel, spite of his entreating, 

Was kill'd, and portioned out for present eating.^ 



On the sixth daj thej fed upon his hide. 
And Juan, who had still refused, because 

The creature was his father's dog that died. 
Now feeling all the vulture in his jaws. 

With some remorse received (though first denied) 
As a great favour one of the fore-paws,* 

Which he divided with Pedrillo, who 

Devoured it, longing for the other too. 



The seventh day, and no wirni — t!ie burning sun 
Blister'd and scorch'd, and, st.agnant on the acn. 

They lay like carcasses ; and liope was none. 
Save in the breeze tliot came not ; savagely 

They glared upon each other — all waa done, 

Water, and wine, and food,^and you might see 

The longings of the cannibal arise 

(Although they spoke noi] in their wollisli eyes. 



At length one whisper'd his companion, vho 
Whispcr'd another, and thus it went round, 

And then into a hoarser murmur grew. 

An ominouS] and wild, and desperate sound ; 

Ajid when his comn^dc's thought eiich sutr<-rer kuen', 
'Twas hut his own, suppress'd till now, he found ; 

And out they spoke of lots for flesh and blood. 

And who should die to be U\* fellow's food." 



But ere they came to thiu, they that day sliared 
Some leathern caps, and wluit remain'd of shoe* ; 

And then they look'd uruutid them, and despnir'd, 
And none to be the sacrifice would choose ; 

At length the lots were torn up," and prepared, 
But of materials tliat must shuck tiie Muse — 

Having no paper, for the want of better, 

Thej took by force from Jiinn Julia's Idler, 



Tlie lota were made, and mark'd, and mix'd, and handed 

In silent horror," and their distribution 
Lull'd even the savage hunger which deraanited. 

Like the Promethean vulture, this pollution ; 
None in particular had sought or plann'd it, 

'Twas nature gnaw'd them to this resolution. 
Ily which none were |M>rmitted to be neuter — 
And the lot fell mi Junii's luckless tutor. 



lie but requested to be bled to death ; 

The surgeon had his instruments, and bled * 
Pedrillo, and so gently ebb'd his breath. 

You hardly rauld perceive when he was dead. 
He died as born, a Catholic in faith. 

Like most in the belief in which they're bred. 
And tirst a little crucifix he kiss'd. 
And then held out his jugular and wrist. 



The surgeon, as there was no other fee, 

Had his first choice of morsels for liis pains ; 

But being thirstiest at the moment, he 

Preferr'd a draught from the fast-llowing veins:* 

Fart was divided, part thrown in the sea. 

And anch things as the entrails and the brains 

Regaled two sharks, who follow'd o'er the billow— 

The sailors ate the rest of poor Pedrillo. 



The sailors ate hira, all save three or four, 
Who were not quite so fond of animal food ; 

To these was added Juan, who, before 
Refusing his own spaniel, hardly could 

Feel now his appetite increased mnch more; 
'Twas not to be expected that he should. 

Even in extremity of their disaster. 

Dine with them on his pastor and his master. 



"Twas better that he did not; for, in fact, 
Tlie consequence was awful in the extreme ; 

For they, who were most ravenous in tlie act. 

Went raging mad " — Lord ! how they did lihispheme f 

And foam, and roll, with strange convulsions rack'd, 
Drinking salt-water like a mountain -stream ; 

Teanng, and grinning, howling, screeching, swearing, 

And, with lijfEna-laughter, died despairing. 



Their nurahera were mucli tliiiin'd by tins infliction, 
And all the rest were thin enough. Heaven knowa 

And some of them had lost their recoUection, 
Happier than they who still perceived their woes; 

But others ponder* d on u new dissection. 
As if not wam'd sufficiently by those 

Who had already perish'd, sutfering madly. 

For liaving used their appetites so sadly. 



And next they thought upon Ihe master's mate. 
As fattest ; but he saved himself, because. 

Besides being much averse from such a fate. 
There were some other reasons : the first was, 

He had been rather indisposed of late ; 

And that which chiefly proved his saving clause, 

Was a small present made to him at Cndiz, 

Ey general subscription of the ladies. 



Of poor Pedriilo something stiil rernain'd, 
But was used sparingly, — some were afraid. 

And others still tiieir appetites constrain'd. 
Or but at times a little supper made; 

AH except Juan, «ho throughout abstain'd. 
Chewing a piece of bamboo, and some lead : " 

At length tiiey caught two boobies, and a noildy," 

And then they Itft off eating the dead body. 



And if Pedrillo's fate should shocking be. 

Remember Ugolino" conrlescends 
To eat the head of his arch-enemy 

The moment after he politely ends 
His tale ; if foes be food in hell, at sea 

'Tis surely fair to dine upon our friends. 
When shipwreck's short allowance grows too scant?. 
Without being much more horrible than Dante. 



And the same night there fell a shower of rain, 

For which their mouths ^ped. like the cnicks of earlh 

When dried to summer dust; till taught hy paiu, 
Men really know not what good water's worth ; 

If jou had been in Turkey or in Spain, 

Or with a fiimish'd boat's-crew had your berth. 

Or in the desert heard the camel's bell, 

You'd wish yourself where Truth ib — in a well. 



It pour'd down torrents, but i\\vy were no richer. 
Until they found a ragged piece of alieet. 

Which served them as a sort of spongy pitcher. 
And when tiiey deein'd its moisture was coiiij)lete. 

They wrung it out, and though a thirsty ditcher" 
Might not have thought the scanty drauglit ao sweet 

As a full pot of porter, to their thinkiag 

They ne'er till now had known the joys of drinking. 



And their baked lips, with many n bloody crack, 
Suck'd in llic moisture, uhich like nectar stream'd; 

nieir throats were ovens, their Bwoln tongues were black 
As the rich man's in hell, who vainly scream'd 

To beg the beggar, who could not rain back 
A drop of dew, when every drop had seein'd 

To taste of heaven — If this be true, indeed, 

8ome Christians have a comfortable creed. 



Tliere were two fathers in this ghiistly crew. 

And with theni their two suns, of whom the one 

Was more robust and hardy to the view, 
But he died early ; and when he w.is gone, 

llis nuarest messmate told his sire, who threw 
Dtie glance on iiim, and said, " Heaven's will be done I 

I can do nothing," and lie saw him thrown 

Into the deep without a tear or groan." 



The other father had a wefiklier child. 
Of a soft clieek, find aspect delicate ; " 

But the boy bore up long, aad with a mild 
And patient spirit held aloof his fat« ; 

Little he said, aad now and tlien he smiled. 
As if to win a part from off the weight 

He saw increasing on his father's heart. 

With the deep deadly thought, that thej must part.. 



And o'er him bent his sire, mid never raised 
His eyes from off his fact, but wiped tlie foam 

From his pale lips, and ever on hint gazed, 

And when tlie wish'd-for shower at length was come. 

And the boy's eyes, which the dull film half glazed, 
Brighten'd, and for a moment seem'd to roam. 

He squeezed from out a rag some drops of raiu 

Into his dying child's mouth — but in vain." 



The boy expired — the fatiier held the clay, 
And luok'd upon it long, and wheu at last 

Death left no doubt, and the dead burthoi lay 
Stiff on his heart, and jiulse and hope were past. 

He watch'd it wistfully, until atray 

Twas borne by the rude wave wherein 'twas cast; ' 

Then he himself sunk down all dumb and shivering 

And gave no sign of life, save his limbs quivering. 



Now overhead a rainbow, bursting llirougli 

The scattering clouds, shone, spanning tlie dark 8 

Keating its bright base on the quivering blue ; 
And all within its arch appear'd tjt be 

Qearer than that without, and its wide hue 
Wax'd hroad and waving, like a banner free, 

Then changed bke to a bow lliat'^ bent, and then 

Forsook the dim eyes of these sliipwreck'd men. 



It Qtianged, of course ; a heavenly cameleon, 
The airy child of vapour and the sun, 

Brought forth in purple, cradled in verniilioii. 
Baptised in molten gold, and swathed in duti. 

Glittering like crescents o'er a Turk's paviliuti, 
And blending everj colour into one, 

Juat like a black eye in a recent scuffle 

(For sometimes we must boK without the mutUe). 



Our ahipwreek'd seamen thought it a good omen — 
It is as well to think so, now and tlicii; 

'Twas an old custom of the Greek and Roman. 
And may become of great advantage when 

Folks are discouraged ; and most surely no men 
Had greater need to nerve themselves again 

Than these, and so this rainbow look'd hkc hope — 

Quite a celestial kaleidoscope." 



About this time a beautiful white bird, 
Web-footed, not unlike a dove iu siiie 

And plumage (jirobably it might have err'd 
Upon its course), pass'd oft before their eyes. 

And tried to perch, although it saw and heard 
The iiion within the boat, and in this guise 

It came and went, and flutter'd round them till 

Night fell : — this KemM a better omen still." 



But in this case I also must remark, 

'Twas well this bird of promise did not pcrcli, 
Because the tackle of our shattcr'd bark 

Was not so safe For roosting as a church : 
And had it been the dove from Noah's ark. 

Returning there from her successful search, 
M hich in their way that moment chanced to fall, 
Ihey would have eat her, olive-branch and all. 



With twilight it ogain came ou to blow, 
Dut not with violence ; the stars shone out, 

Tlie boat made way ; yet now they were bo low. 
They knew not where nor what they were about ; 

Some fancied they saw land, and aoine said " No 1 " 
The frequent fog-banks gave tliem cause to d(jiibt — 

Some swore that they heard breakers, others guns," 

And all mistook about the latter once. 



As morning broke, the light wind died away. 

When he who had the watch sung out and iwore. 

If 'twas not land tliat rose with the sun's ray, 
He wish'd that land he never miglit see more : * 

And the rest rubb'd their eyes, and saw a bay, 

Or thought they saw, and shaped their course for st 

For shore it was, and gradually grew 

Distinct, and high, and palpable to riew. 



And then of these some pnrt burst into tears, 
And others, looking with a stupid sUtre," 

Could not yet separate their hopes from fears. 
And aeem'd as if they had no further care; 

While a few pra/d — (the first time for somt; ywirs 
And at the bottom of the boat three were 

Asleep : they shook them by the hand and hca<l. 

And tried to awaken them, but found them dead. 



The day before, fast sleeping on the water. 
They found a turtle of tiie hawk's-bill kind. 

And by good fortune, gliding softly, caught hrr," 
Which yielded a day's life, and to their mind 

Proved even still a more nutritious matter. 
Because it left encouragement behind : 

They thought that in such perils, more than chani 

Had sent them this for their deliverance. 



The land appear'd a high and rocky coast, 
And higher grew the mounlains as tliey drew. 

Set by a current, toward it : they were lost 
In various conjectures, for none knew 

To what part of the earth they had been tost. 
So clmngeable had been tlie winds that blew ; 

Some thought it was Mount Mtua, some the highlands 

Of Candia, Cyprus, Rhodes, or other islands. 



Meantime the current, with a rising gale. 
Still set them onw.irds to tiie welcome shore. 

Like Charon's bark of spectres, dull and pale : 
Their living freight was now reduced to four. 

And three dead, whom their strength could not avail 
To heave into the deep with those before. 

Though the two sharks still foUow'd them, and dash'd 

The spray into their faces as they splash'd. 



Famine, despair, cold, thirst, and bent, had done 
Their work on tlieiu by turns, and thinn'd them t 

Such things a mother had not known her son 
Amidst the skeletons of that gaunt crew ; " 

By night chill'd, by day scorch'd, tlms one by one 
They perish'd, until wither'd to these few. 

But chiefly by a species of sclf-sl3ught«r. 

In washing down Peilrillo with salt water. 



Aa they drew uigh the land, which now was seen 

Unequal in its aspect here and there, 
They felt the freshness of its growing green. 

That waved in foresUtops, and smooth'd the air. 
And fell upon their glazed eyes like a screen 

FrLDH glistening waves, nTid skies so hot and bar^— 
Lovely secm'd any object that should sweep 
Away the vast, salt, dread, eternal deep. 



The shore look'd wild, without a trace of man, 
And girt by formidable waves ; but they 

Were mad for Innd, and thus their course they ran, 
Thougli right ahead the roaring breakers lay : 

A reef between them also now began 

To show its boiling surf aud bounding spray. 

But finding no place for their landing better. 

They ran the boat for shore, — and overset her." 



But in his native stream, the Guadalquivir, 
Jusu to lave his youthful limbs was wont ; 

And having learnt to swim iu that sweet river. 
Had often turn'd the art to some account ; 

A better swimmer you could scarce see ever. 
He could, perhaps, have pass'd the Heiles|x)]it, 

As once (a feat on which ourselves we pride\l) 

Leander, Mr. Ekeahend, and 1 did. 



So here, though faint, emnrialeil, and stark, 
He buoy'd his boyish limbs, and strove lo ply 

With the quick wave, and gain, ere it was dark. 
The beach which lay before him, high and dry : 

The greatest danger here was from a shark, 
ITiat carried off his neighbour by the thigh ; 

j\» for the other two, they could not swim, 

?o nobody arrived on shore but him. 



Kor yet had he arrived but for the oar. 
Which, providentially for Inm, whs wash'd 

Just as his feeble arms could strike no more. 

And the hard wave o'erwhelm'd him as 'twas dasb'd 

Within his grasp ; he clung to it, and sore 
The waters beat while he thereto was lash'd 

At last, with swimming, wading, scrambling, he 

DolI'd on the beach, iialf senseless, from the sea ; 



There, breathless, with his digging nails he clung 
Fast b] the ^and, lest the returning wave. 

From whose reluctant roar his life he wrung. 
Should suck him back to her insatiate grave : 

And there lie lay, full length, where he was flung. 
Before the entrance of n clitf-worn cave. 

With just enough of life to feel its piun, 

Aiid deem that it was saved, perhaps, in vain. 



With slow and staggering effort he arose. 
But sunk again upon his bleeding knee 

And qaivering hand ; and then he look'd for those 
Who long had been his mates upon the sea ; 

But none of them appear'd to share his woes. 
Save one, a corpse, from out the faniish'd three. 

Who died two days before, and now had found 

An unknown barren beach for burial-ground. 



And as he gazed, his dizzy brain spun fast, 
Aud down he sunk ; aud as he sunk, the sand 

Swam round and round, and all his senses pass'd : 
He fell ujion his side, and bis stretoh'd hand 

Droop'd dripping on the oar {their jury-mast). 
And, like a witbcr'd lily, on the land 

His slender frame and pallid aspect lay, 

As fair a thing as e'er was form'd of clay. 



How long in his damp trance young Juan lay 
He knew not, for the earlli was gone for him. 

And time had uotliing more of night nor day 
For his congealing blood, and senses dim ; 

And how this heavy faintness pass'd away 

He knew not, till each painful pulse and limb, 

And tingbng vein, seem'd throbbing back to life. 

For Death, though vanquish'd, still retired with strife. 



His eyes he opeii'd, shut, again uiicloeed. 
For all was doabt and dizziness ; lie thought 

He atin was in the boat, and hod but dozed, 
And felt again with his despair o'erwrought, 

And wish'd it death in which he had reposed, 

And then once more his feelings back were brought. 

And alowly by his sivirnmiiig eyes were seen 

A lovely female face of seventeen. 



TVas bending cloBe o'er his, and the small mouth 
Seem'd almost prying into his for breath ; 

And chafing him, the soft warm hand of yonth 
Kecatl'd his answering spirits back from death; 

And, batJiing his chill temples, tried to soothe 
Each pulse to animation, till beneath 

Its gentle touch and trembling care, n sigh 

To these kind elTorla made a low reply. 



Then was the cordial pour'd, and mantle flnng 
Around his scarce-clad limbs ; and the fair arm 

Baised higher the faint head which o'er it hung ; 
And her transparent cheek, all pure and warm, 

Pillow'd his death-like forehead ; then she wrung 
His dewy curls, long drench'd by every storm; 

And watcli'd willi eagerness each throb thai drew 

A sigh from his heaved bosom^and hers, too. 



And lifting him with care into the cave. 
The gentle girl, and her attendant, — one 

Young, yet her elder, and of brow less grave. 
And more robust of figure — then begun 

To kindle fire, and as the new flames gnve 

Light to the rocks that roof'd them, which the si 

Had never seen, the maid, or whatsoe'er 

She was, appeai'd distinct, and tall, and lair. 



Her brow waa overhung with coins of gold, 
That sparkled o'er the anbum of her hair. 

Her clustering hair, whose longer locks were rolfd 
In braids beliind ; and though her stature were 

Even of the Itigliest for a female mould. 
They nearly reach'd her lieel ; and in her air 

There was a sometliing whicli bespoke command, 

Aa one who whs a lady in the land. 



Her hair, I said, was auburn ; but lier eyes 
Were black as death, their laslies the same hue. 

Of downcast length, in whose silk shadow lies 
Deepest attraction ; for when to the view 

Forth from its raven fringe the full glance ilies. 
Ne'er with such force tlie swiftest arrow flew ; 

'Tis as tile snake late ooil'd, who pours his lengtht 

And hurls at oiice hia venom and his strength. 



Her brow was white and low, her cheek's pure dye 
Like twilight rosy stili with the set sun; 

Sliort upper lip— sweet lips 1 that make us sigh 
Ever to have seen such ; for she was one 

Fit for the model of a statuary 

(A race of mere impostors, when all's don^— 

I've seen much finer women, ripe and real. 

Than all tlie nonsense of their stone ideal). 



I'll tell you why I say so, for 'tis just 

One should not nol without a decent cause : 

There was an Irish lady, to whose bust 
I ne'er saw justice done, and yet she was 

A frequent model ; and if e'er she must 

Yield to stern Time and Nature's wrinkling laws, 

Tliey will destroy a face which mortal thought 

Ne'er comjiassM, nor less mortal chisel wrought. 



And such was she, the ]a.dy a! the cave ; 

Her dress was very different from the Spanish, 
Simpler, and jet of colours not so grave ; 

For, as you know, the Spanish women hanish 
Bright hues when out of doors, and yet, while wave 

Around them (wliat I hope will never vanish) 
The basquiiifl and the nmiililla, they 
Seem at the saue time mystical iind gay. 



But with our damsel this was not llie case : 
Her drcaa was maiiy-colour'd, finely spun ; 

Her locks curl'd negligently round her face, 

But through them gold and gems profusely shone: 

Her girdle sparkled, and the richest lace 

Jl'low'd in her veil, niid many a precious slone 

Flash'd on her little hand ; but, what wo* shocking, 

Her small snow feet h;id slip[>ers, but no stocking. 



The other female's dresii was not unlike. 

But of inferior materials : she 
Bad not so many ornainenta lo strike, 

Her hair had silver only, bound to be 
Her dowry ; and her veil, in form alike. 

Was coarser; and her air, though firm, less (lee; 
Her liair was thicker, but less long; her t-yes 
As black, but quicker, and of smaller size. 



And these two tended Iiim, and cheer'd him both 
With food and raiment, and those soft attentions. 

Which are— (as 1 must own) — of femide growth. 
And iiave ten thousand delicate inventions : 

They made a most superior mess of broth, 
A thing which poesy but seldom mentions, 

But the best dish that e'er was co<ik*d since Homer's 

Achilles order'd dinner for new comers. 



I'll tell you who they were, this female pair. 
Lest they should seem princesses in disguise; 

Besides, I liate all mystery, and that air 

Of clnp-trap, which your recent poets prize; 

And so, in Bhort, the girls they really were 
They shall appear before your curious eyes. 

Mistress and maid ; the first was only daughler 

Of an old man, who lived upon the water. 



A fisherman he had been in his youth. 
And still a sort of fisherman was he ; 

But other speculatious were, in sooth. 
Added to his connection with the sea. 

Perhaps not so respectable, in truth ; 
A little smugghug, and some piracy. 

Left him, at last, the sole of many masters 

Of an ill-gotten million of piastres. 



A fistier, therefore, was he, — though of men. 
Like Peter the Apostle, — and he fish'd 

For wandering merchant vessels, now and then. 
And sometimes caught as many as he wish'd ; 

The cargoes he confiscated, and gain 

He sought in the slave-market too, and dish'd 

¥\i\l many a morse] for that Turkish trade. 

By which, no doubt, a good deal may be made. 



lie was a Greek, and on his isle had built 
(One of the wild and smaller Cjelades) 

A very handsome house from out his guilt. 
And there he lived exceedingly at ease ; 

Heaven knows whut cash he got, or blood he spilt, 
A sad old fellow was he, if you please; 

But thia 1 know, it was a spacious building, 

Full of barbaric curving, paint, and gilding. 



He bad an only daughter, cali'd Hoidfie, 
Tlie greatest lieiicss of the Eastern Isles ; 

Besides, so very beautiful was ahe, 

Iler dowry was as uothing to her smiles : 

Still in her teens, and like a lovely tree 

She grew to wumanJiood, and between wJiiles 

Rejected several suitors, just to learn 

How to accept a better in his turn. 

And walking out upon the beach, below 

The cliff, towards sunset, on that day she found, 

Insensible, — not dead, but nearly so, — 

Don Juan, almost famisli'd, and half drowii'd: 

But being naked, she waa shock' d, you know. 
Yet deem'd herself iu common pity bound. 

As far as iu her lay, " tx] take him iu, 

A stranger " dyinjr, with so white a skin. 



But taking him into her father's house 
Was not enactly the best way to save. 

But like convejing to the cat the mouse, 
Or people in a trance into their grave ; 

Because the good old man had so much " i>ovs. 
Unlike the honest Arab thieves so brave. 

He would have hospitably cured the stranger, 

And sold him instantly when out of danger. 



And therefore, with her maid, she thought it beet 
(A virgin always on her maid relies) 

To place hiin in the cave for present rest; 
Aiid when, at last, he open'd his black eyes. 

Their cliarity increased about their guest ; 
And tlieir compassion grew to anch a size. 

It open'd half the turnpike gates to heaven — 

(St. Paul says, 'tii" the toll which must he given.) 



Thpy made a fire, — but sucli a fire as they 
Upon the moment could contrive with such 

Materials as were cast up round the bay, — 

Some broken plaiiks, and ours, that to the toiirh 

Were nearly tinder, since bo long they lay 
A mast was almost crumbled to a crulch; 

But, by God's grace, here wrecks were in such plenty, 

That there was fuel to have fumish'd twenty. 



He had a bed of furs, and a |>elisse. 
For Haid& stripp'd her sables off to make 

His couch ; and, that he might be more at ease, 
And warm, in case by chance he should awake, 

They also gave a petticoat apiece, 

She and her maid, — and promised by daybreax 

To pay him a fresh visit, wiiii a dish 

For breakfast, of eggs, coffee, bread, and lish. 



And thus they left him to bis lone repose: 

Juan slept like a top, or like the dead. 
Who sleep at last, perhaps, (God only knows,) 

Just for the present ; and in his lult'd head 
Not even a vision of his former woes 

Throbb'd in accursed dreams, wbich sometimes spread*^ 
Unwelcome visions of our former years, 
'J'ill the eye, cheated, opens thick with tears. 



Young Juan slept all dreamless : — but the maid. 
Who smooth'd his pillow, as sbe left the den 

liOok'd back upon him, and a moment staid. 
And turn'd, believing tliat he ciitl'J again. 

He slunibcr'd ; yet slie thought, at least slie «nid 
{The heart will slip, even aa the tongue anri pen), 

He had pronounced her name — but sbe forgot 

1'hat st this moment Juan knew it not. 



And pensive to lier father's house she went, 
hlnjoiiiiiig silence strict to Zofi, who 

Better thnn her knew what, in fact, she meant. 
She being wiser by a year or two ; 

A year or two's an age when rightly spent. 
And Zoe spent liera, as most women do, 

In gaining all that useful sort of knowledge 

Which is acquired in Nature's ijood old college. 



The morn broke, and found Juan slumbering still 
Fast in his cnve, and notiiitig clash'd upon 

His rest : the rushing of the neighbouring rill. 
And the young beams of the excluded sun. 

Troubled him not, and he might sleep his till ; 
And need he had of slumber yet, for none 

Had suffcr'd more — his hardships were comparative'* 

To those related in my grand-dud's " Narrative." " 



Not so Haid^e: she Badly toss'd and tumbled, 
And started from her sleep, and, turning o'er, 

Dream'd of a thoutmiu! wrecks, o'er which alie stumbled, 
And handsome corpses strew'd Upon the shore ; 

And woke lier tnaid so early that she grumbled. 
And call'd her father's old slaves up, who swore 

In several oaths — Armenian, Turk, and Greek — 

They knew not v, lint lo think of sncli n freak. 



But up she got, and np she made tliem get. 
With siiiiie pretence about the sun, tliat makes 

Sweet skies just when he rises, or is set; , 

And 'tis, no doubt, a sight to see when breaks 

Bright Phffibus, while the mountains still are wet 
With raist, and every bird with him awnke?, 

And night is flung olf like a mourning suit 

Worn for a hu-baml, — ^or eome other brute,* 



I sa;, the ann ia a moat glorious sight : 

I've seen him rise full oft, indeed of late 
I have sat up on purpose all the night,* 

Which littsteiis, as phyaiciaiii say, one's falc; 
And so all ye, who would be in ihe riglit 

In health and purse, begin your day to dale 
From daybreak, and when coffin' d at fourscore. 
Engrave upon the plate, you rose at four. 



And Uaid^e met the morning face to face ; 

Her own was freshest, though a fevcriali flush 
Had dyed it with the headlong biood, whose race 

From heart to cheek is curh'd into a blush. 
Like to a torrent which a mountain's base. 

That overpowers some Aljiine river's rush, 
Checks to a lake, whose waves in circles spri-ad; 
Or the Ited Se-a — but the sea is not red." 



And down the cliff the island virgin came, 

And near the cave her quick light footsteps dn-w, 

While the sun smiled on her with his first flame, 
And joung Aurora kiss'd her lipa with deiv. 

Taking her for a sister ; .just the same 

Mistake you would have made on seeing thr two. 

Although the mortal, quite as freali and fair. 

Had all the advantage, too, of not being air." 



And when into the cavern Haidee stepp'd 

All timidly, yet rapidly, she saw 
That likc_an infant Juan sweetly slept; 

And then she stopp'd, and stood as if in awe 
(For sleep is awful), and on tiptoe crept 

And wrapt him closer, leat the air, too raw. 
Should reach his blood, then o'er him still as death 
Bent, with hush'd lips, that drank Jiis scarce-dmun bmit]L 



And thus like to an angel o'er llie (ij'inj; 

Who die in righteousness, slie leanM ; and tlicn 
All tranquilly the shipwreck'd boy was lying, 

As o'er him hiy the calm and stirless air ; 
]!ut Zoc the meanlime some eggs was frying, 

Since, after all, no doubt the youtliful pair 
Mnst breiLkfast, and betimes — lest they sliould usk 
She drew out her provision from the basket. 



She knew tbat the best feeliii'j's must buve vicliiul, 
And that a shipwreck'd youth would hmiyry be; 

Besides, being less in love, she jawn'd a little. 

And felt her veins chill'd by the neighbouring sra; 

And so, she cook'd their breakfast to a tittle; 
I ca&'t say that she gave them any tea, 

But there were eggs, fruit, coffee, bread, fish, honey. 

With Scio wine, — and aU for love, not money. 



And Zoe, when the euigs m re rtady, and 

The colTee made, would fnin liave waken'd Juan ; 

But Haid^e stopp'd her with her quick small hand, 
And without word, a sign her finger drew on 

llcr hp, which Zoe needs must understand ; 
And, the first breakfast s|K>ilt, prepared a new one, 

Because her mistress would not let her break 

That sleep whicli seem'd as it would ne'er awake. 



For still he lay, and on \u» ihiu worn cheek 

A purple hectic play'd like dying day 
On the snow-tops of distant hills ; the streak 

Of Butfcrance yet upon his forehead lay, 
Wliere the blue veins look'd shadowy, shrunk, and weak; 

And his black curls were dewy with the spray, 
Wliicb weigh'd upon them yel, all damp and salt, 
Mix'd with the stony vaimurs of the vault. 



And she bent o'er hitn, aud he lay beiirath, 
Hush'd as the babe upon its motlier's breast, 

Droop'd Bs the willow when no winds can breatlic, 
LuU'd like the depth of ocean when at rest," 

Fair as the crowning rose of tlie whole wreath. 
Soft as the callow cygnet in its nest ; 

la short, he was a very pretty fellow. 

Although his woes had turn'd him rather yellow. 



He woke and gazed, and would have slept again, 
But the fair face which met his eyes forbade 

Those eyea to close, though weariness and pain 
Had furtrher sleep a further pleasure made ; 

For woman's face was never form'd in vain 
For Juan, so that even when he pray'd 

lie turn'd from grisly saints, and martyrs liairr. 

To the sweet portraits of the Virgin Mary. 



Aud thus upon his elbow he arose. 

And look'd upon the lady, in wJio'c cheek 
Tlie pale contended with the purple rose. 

As with an effort she began to ^peuk ; 
Her eyea were eloquent, her words would |)ose. 

Although she told him, in good modern Greek, 
With an Ionian accent, low and sweet, 
That he was faint, and must not talk, but eat. 



Now Juan could not understand a word, 
Being no Grecian ; but he had an ear. 

And her voice was the warble of a bird. 
So soft, 80 sweet, so delicately clear. 

That finer, simpler music ne'er was heard ; " 
The sort of sound we echo with a tt^r, 

Without knowing why — an overpowering tone. 

When<-c mrlodv descend? as from a Ihnine. 



And Juan gazed as one wliu is awoke 
U_v a distant organ, doubting if he be 

Not yet a dreainer, till the spell is broke 
B; the watchman, or some such reality. 

Or by one's early vak-t's cursed knock ; 
At least it is a heavy sound to me. 

Who like a morning slumber — for tlie night 

Shows stars and women iu a better light. 



And Juan, too, was help'd out from liia dream. 
Or sleep, or wliatooe'cr it was, by feeling 

A most prodigious appei)l«; the steam 
Of Zoe'a cookery no doubt was stealing 

Upfiu his senses, and the kindling beam 

( )l' the new fire, which Zoe kept up, kneeling, 

To flit her viands, made him quite awake 

And long for food, but chiefly a beef-steak. 



But beef is rare witliin the^e oxiess isles ; 

Gonf B 6esh tliere is, no doubt, and kid, and mattoo, 
And, when a holiday upon them smiles, 

A joint upon their barbarous spits tliey put on; 
But tbis occurs but seldom, between whiles, 

For some of these are rocks with scarce a hut on : 
Others are fair and fertile, among which 
Tliis, though not large, was one of the most rich. 



I say that beef is rare, and cmi't help thinking 
That the old fable of the Minotaur- 

I'rom which our modern morals, rightly shrinking, 
Condemn ihe royal lady's taste who wore 

A cow's shape for a mask — was only (sinking 
The allegory) a mere type, no more. 

That Pasiphae promoted breeding cattle. 

To make the Cretans bloodier in battle. 



for we all know that English people arc 
Fed upon beef — I won't say inucli of beer. 

Because 'tis liquor only, and being far 

From tliis my subject, has no business here ; 

We know, too, they are very fond of war, 
A pleasure — like all pleasures — ratiier dear ; 

So were the Cretans — from which I infer 

Tliat beef and battles both were owing to her. 



But to resume. Tlie languid Juan taised 
His head upon his elbow, and he saw 

A sight on which he had not lately gazed. 
As all his latter meals had been quite raw, 

Tiiree or four tilings, for which the Lord he praiaed, 
And, feeling still the famish'd vulture gnaw. 

He fell upon wliate'er was offcr'd, like 

A priest, a shark, an alderman, or pike. 



He ate, and he was wcU supplied ; and she, 
Wlio watch'd him like a mother, would liave fed 

Him post all bounds, because she smiled to see 
Sucb appetite in one she had deem'd dead : 

Hut Zoe, being older than Haid^c, 
Knew (by tradition, for she ne'er had read) 

That famish'd people must be slowly nurst, 

And fed by spoonfuls, else they always burst. 



And so she took the liberty to state. 

Rather by deeds than words, because the case 

Was urgent, that the gentleman, whose fate 
Had made her mistress quit lier bed t« trnco 

The sea-shore at this hour, must leave liis i>lule. 
Unless he wish'd to die upon tlie place — 

She snatch'd it, and refused anoilier morsel, 

Saying, ho had gorged euuugh to make a homi- ilL 



Next they — he being uakeJ, save a tattcr'J 
I'oir of scarce decent trowsera— went to work. 

And in the fire his recent rtigs they ."cntter'd, 
Ami drcsa'd him, for tlie present, like a Turk, 

Or Greek — that ia, althau<{h it not much ninUer'ii, 
Omitting turban, slippers, pistols, dirk, — 

Tlicj fumish'd him, entire, except some stitches. 

With a dean shirt, and very spacious breeches, 



And then fair Haid& tried lier tongue at speaking. 

But not a word could Juan comprchcJid, 
Although he listen'd so that the youtig Greek in 

Her earnestness would ne'er have tna<le an end ; 
And, as he interrupted not, went eking 
^_ Her speech out to her prot^g^ and friend, 

^^H Till pausing at the last her breath to take, 

^^M She saw he did not understand Itoniatc. 

L 



And then aiie had recourse to uuds, and signs, 
.Viid smiles, and sparkles of the speaking eye, 

And read (the oidy book she could) the lines 
Of hia fair face, and found, by sjin]>.illiy, 

llie answer elot|uent, wliere the soul oliinta 
And dutts in one quick glance a long reply ; 

And thus in every loiik she saw exprest 

A world of words, and things at wliich she gucss'd. 



And uow, by dint of fingers, and of eyes. 
And words repeated after her, he took 

A lesson in lier tongue ; but by formise, 

No doubt, less of lier buguage than her look ; 

As he who studies fervently the skies 

s opener to the stars than to his book, 

Tlius Juan Icarn'd his alpha beta better 

From Ilstidce's glance than any graven letter. 



"I'is pleading lo be schoul'd iji a strange tongue 
By female lips Hiid ejea — tliikt ii>, I mean. 

When both the teaclier and the taught are joung, 
As was the case, at least, where I have been ; " 

They smile so when one's right, and when one's u-rong 
They smile still more, and then tliere intervene 

Pressure of hands, perhaps even a cliaste kiss ; ~ 

I learu'd the little tliat I know by this : 



That is, some words of Spanish, Turk, and Greek, 
Italian not at all, having riu tcucliers ; 

Much English I cannot pretend to s])eak. 

Learning that language chiefly from its preachers, 

Uarrow, South, Tiltotson, whom every week 
I study, also Blair, the highest reachent 

Of eloquence in piety and prose — 

I liate your poets, so read none of those. 



Aa for the ladies, I have nought to say, 

A wanderer from the British world of fashion," 

Where I, like other " dogs, have had my day," 
Like other uien, too, may have had my poesiou — 

But that, like other things, has jtass'd away. 
And all her fools whom I could lay the lash on : 

Foes, friends, men, women, now are nought to me 

But dreams of what has been, do more to be." 



Ilctum we to Don Juan. He begun 

To hear new words, and to repeat ihcm — bul 

Some feehngs, uiiiversnl as the sun, 

Were such as could not in his breast be sliut 

More than within the baiom of a nun : 

He was in love, — as you houM be, no doubt, 

With a young benefactress, — so was she. 

Just in the way we very often see. 



And every day by dajbvenk — rather early 
For Juan, who was somewhat fond of rest — 

Slie came into the cave, but it was merely 
To see Iht bird reposing in liis nest ; 

And she would softly stir his locks bo curly, 
Without disturbing her yet slumbehug gaeat, 

Breatliing all gently o'er hi^ cheek and mouth. 

As o'er a bed of roses the sweet south. 



And every mom his colour freshlier came, 
And every day help'd On his convalescence j 

'Twos well, because health la the huinnn frame 
Is pleasant, besides being true love's essence, 

For health and idleness to passion's flame 

Are oil and gunpowder ; and some good leswnB 

Are also leanit from Ceres and from Bacchus, 

Without whom Venus will not long atUtck us. 



While Venus Ells the heart («ithout heart really 
Love, though good alway*, is not quite so good,} 

Ceres presents a plate of vermicelli, — 

For love must be sustain'd tike flesh and hluod, 

Wliilc Bacchus pours out wine, or hands a jelly ; 
t-ggs. oysters, too, are amatory food;" 

But who is their purveyor from above 

Ucaveti knows, — it may be Neptune, Pan, or Jove. 



^Vhen Juan woke he found some good things ready, 
A bath, a breakfast, and tlie finest eyes 

That ever uiade a youthful heart less steady, 
Besi<les her maid's, as pretty for their size ; 

But I have spoken of all this already — 
And repetition's tire,»ome and unwise, — 

Well — Juan, after bathing iu the sea, 

('lime always back to coHee and Uuid^e. 



Both were so young, and one ^o innocent, 
That batliing pass'd for noUiiug ; Jiiaii scpiii'd 

To her, aa 'twere, the kind of being sent, 

Of whom these two years slie had nightly dreani'd, 

A sometliing to be loved, a creature meant 
To be her happiness, and whom she dreui'd 

To render liappv : all who joy would win 

Must share it,— Happiness was born a twiii. 



It was such pleasure to behold him, such 

Enlargement of existence to jiartake 
Nature with him, to thrill benentli his touch. 

To watch him slumbering, and to see him wake 
To live with him for ever were too much ; 

fiut then the thouglit of parting made her quake : 
He was her own, her ocean- treasure, cast 
Like a rich wreck — her first love, anil her hist,"* 



And thus a moon roll'd ou, and fair Ilaidee 
Paid daily visits to her bo;, and took 

Such plentiful precautions, liiat still he 
Remain'd unknown within his craggy nook 

At last her father's prows put out to sea, 
Tor certain mercliantmen upon the look. 

Not as of yore to carry off an lo. 

But three Ragusau vessels bound for Scio, 



Then came her freedom, for tilie had ho mother. 

So that, her fatiiiT being at seu, she vias 
Free as a married woman, or such olher 

Female, as where she likes may freely pass. 
Without even the incumbrance of a brother, 

The freest She that ever giized on glass : 
I speak of Christian lands in this comparison. 
Where wives, at least, are seldom kept in garrison. 



Now she prolong'd lier visits aud her talk 

(For tlipy must talk), and he had leonit to saj 

So much as to propose to take a walk,— 
For little hod lie wander'd since the day 

On which, like a young flower siiiipp'd froin tiie stalk. 
Drooping and dewy on the beach he lay, — 

And thus they walk'd out iu the afternoon. 

And saw the sun set npposite the moon. 



It was a wild and breaker-beaten coast. 
With cliffs above, and a broad sandy shore. 

Guarded by shoals and rocks as by an host. 

With here and there a creek, whose aspect wore 

A better Helcome to the tempest-tosl; 

And rarely ceased the haughty billow's roar, 

Save on the dead long summer days, wliich make 

The outstretch'd ocean glitter like a lake. 



And the small ripple spilt u|)on the beach 

Scarcely o'erpnss'd the cream of your champagne, 

When o'er the brim the sparkling bumpers reach. 
That spriug-dew of tiie spirit I tJie iieart'a rain t 

Few things surpass old wine ; and they may preach 
\\Tio please, — the more because they preach in vain,— 

Let us have wine and u omen, mirtli and bmghter, 

Sermons and soda- water tlie day after. 



Man, being reasoiiabie, must get drunk ; 

Tbe best of life is but intoiJcation : 
Glory, the grape, lore, gold, in these arc sunk 

The hopes of alt men, and of every nation ; 
Without their sap, how branchless were tbe trunk 

Of life's strange tree, so fruitful on occasion : 
But to rpluru, — Get very drunk ; and when 
You wake with headache, you shall see wliat then. 



King for your valet — bid him quickiy bring 
Some hock and soda-water, then you'll know 

A pleasure worthy Xerxes the great king ; 
For uot the blest sherbet, sublimed with snow, 

Nor the first sparkle of the desert spring. 
Nor Burgundy in all iis suiiaet glow," 

After limg travel, eimui, love, or slaughter, 

Vie with that draught of hock and soda-water. 



The coast — I think it was ibe coast that I 
Was just describing — Yes it v>a» the coast — 

Lay at this period quiet, as the sky. 

The sands uutumbled, the blue wave^ untost, 

And all was stiUness, save tlic sea-bird's cry. 
And dolphin's leap, and little billow crost 

By some tow rock or shelve, that made it btt 

Against the bouiidiiry it scarcely wet. 



And forth Ihey wander'd, her sire being gone, 
As I have said, upon an expedition ; 

And mollier, brother, guardian, she had none. 
Save Zoe, who, although with due precision 

She waited on her lady with the sun. 
Thought daily service was licr only mission, 

Bringing warm water, wreatliiug her long tresses. 

And asking now and then for cast-off dresaes. 



It was the cooling; hour, just when the I'ounded 
Red sun sinks down behind the szure hill. 

Which then seems as if the whole earth it bounded. 
Circling all nature, hush'd, and dim, and stiU 

With the far mountain -crescent half surrounded 
On one side, and tlie deep sea calm and chill 

Upon the olher, and the rosy nky, 

With onn riar sjiarklinif through ii like an eye. 



And thus thej wandei^d forth, and hand in Land, 
Over the shining pebbles and tlie sliellj", 

Ghiled along the smooth and hnrden'd siinil, 
And in the worn and wild receptacles 

Work'd by the storms, yet work'd as it were plann'd. 
In hollow halls, with sparry roofs and cells, 

They tuni'd to rest; and, eacli clasp'd by on arm. 

Yielded to the deep twilight's purple charm. 



They look'd up to the sky, whose floating glow 
Spread like a rosy ocean, vast and bright; 

They gazed upon the glittering sea below, 

Whence the broad moon rose circling into sight; 

Tliey heard the wave's splash, and the wind so low, 
And saw each other's dark eyes darting light 

Into each other — and, beholding this, 

7'heir lips drew near, and clung into a kiss; 



A long, long kiss, a kiss of youth, and love. 
And beauty, nil concentrating bke rays 

Into one focus, kindled from above ; 
Such kisses as belong to early days, 

Where heart, and soul, and sense, in concert mov 
And the blood's lava, and the pulse a bliize. 

Each kiw a heact-qunke, — for a kiss's strenglli, 

I think it must be reckon'd by its length. 



By length I mean duralion ; theirs endured 

Heaven knows how long — no doubt they never reckon'd 
And if they had, they could not have secured 

The sum of tlieir sensations to a second : 
They liad not spoken ; but they felt allured. 

As if their souls and lips each other beckon'd. 
Which, being join'd, like swarming bees they clung — 
Their hearts the flowers from whence the honey spning* 



They were alone, but not alone as thej 
\Vh<t shut in chambers think it loneliness; 

The silent ocean, and the starlight bay. 

The twilight glow, which momently grew lesa. 

The voiceless sands, and dropping caires, tliat lay 
Around them, made them to each other press. 

As if there were no life beneath the sky 

Save theirs, and that their life could nevex die. 



They fear'd no eyes nor ears on that tone beacli, 
They felt no terrors from the night; tlicy were 

AU in all to each other; though their speech 

Was broken words, tbcy thovgkt a language there,— 

And all tlie burning tongues tlie passions teiich 
Found in one sigh the best interpreter 

Of nature's orncle — first love, — that all 

Which Eve lias left lier daughters since lier fall. 



llaidee spoke not of scruples, iisk'd no vows. 
Nor olfer'd any; she had never heard 

Of plight and promises to be a spouse. 
Or perils by a loving maid incurred ; 

She was all which pure ignorance allows. 

And flew to her young mate like a young bird. 

And never having dreamt of falsehood, she 

Had not one word to say of constancy. 



She loved, and was heioved^she adored. 

And she was worshipp'd ; after nature's foshion, 

Their intense souls, into each other pour'd. 

If souls could die, had periaU'd in that passion, — 

But by degrees their senses were restored. 
Again to be o'ercome, again to dash on 

And, beating 'gainst hi» bosom, Haidee'a heart 

Fell n." if nrvi r more In bent iijiart. 



Alas I they were so young, so beautiful, 
So lonely, loving, helpless, and the hour 

Was that in wliich the heart is always full. 
And, having o'er itself no further power. 

Prompts deeds eteruity can not annul. 

But pays otf ntomeuts in an endless shower 

Of heU-fire — all prepared for people giving 

Pleasure or pain to one another living. 



Alas I for Juan and Haidee ! they were 
So loving and so lovely— till then never. 

Excepting our tirst parents, such a pair 
Had run the risk of being damn'd for ever ; 

And Haid^, being devout ss well as fair. 

Had, doubtless, heard about the Stygian river 

And hell and purgatory — but forgot 

Just in the very crisis she should not. 



They look npon each other> and their eyea 

Gleam in the moonlight ; and her white arm clasps 

Sound Juan's head, and his around her lies 
Half buried in the tresses which it grasps; 

She sits upon his knee, and drinks liis sighs. 
He hers, until they end in broken gasps ; 

And thus they form a group that's quite autiqne, 

Half naked, loving, natural, and Greek. 



And when those deep and burning moments puss'd. 
And Junn sunk to sleep within her arms. 

She slept irnt, but all tenderly, though fast, 
Suatain'd his head upon her bosom's charms ; 

And now and then her eye to heaven is cast. 

And then on the pale cheek her breast now warms, 

Pillow'd on her o'erBowing heart, which panis 

With all it granted, and with all it grants."' 



SM IX)N JUAN. [OAno n 

ax0Ti, 

An infant when it gaees on a light, 

A child the moment when it drains the breast^ 

A devotee when soaia the Host in sights 
An Arab with a stranger for a guest, 

A sailor when the prize has struck in fight, 
A miser filling his most hoarded chest. 

Feel rapture ; but not such true joy are reaping 

As they who watch o'er what they love while sleeping; 

OX0TII. 

For there it lies so tranquil, so beloved. 

All that it hath of life with us is living ; 
So gentle, stirless, helpless, and immoved. 

And all unconscious of the joy 'tis giving ; 
All it hath felt, inflicted, passed, and proved, 

Hush'd into depths beyond the watcher's diving; 
There lies the thing we love with all its errors 
And all its charms, like death without its terrors. 

oxoTm. 

The lady watch'd her lover — and that hour 
Of Love's, and Night's, and Ocean's solitude, 

O'erflow'd her soul with their united power ; 
Amidst the barren sand and rocks so rude 

She and her wave-worn love had made their bower. 
Where nought upon their passion could intrude 

And all the stars that crowded the blue space 

Saw nothing happier than her glowing face. 

ozoiz. 

Alas I the love of women I it is known 

To be a lovely and a fearful thing ; 
For all of theirs upon that die is thrown. 

And if 'tis lost, life hath no more to bring 
To them but mockeries of the past alone. 

And their revenge is as the tiger's spring. 
Deadly, and quick, and crushing; yet, as reel 
Torture is theirs, what they inflict they feel. 



'riiey are right ; for maa, to man so oft unjust. 
Is always so to women ; one sole bond 

Avaits tliem, treachery is all tlieir trust ; 

Taught to conceal, their bursting hearts despond 

Over their idol, till some wealtliier lust 

Buys them in marriage — and wliat rests beyond P 

A thankless husband, next a faithleaa lover, 

Then dressing, nursing, praying, unit all's over. 



Some take a lover, some take drama or prayers. 

Some mind their household, others dissipation. 
Some ran away, and but exchange their cares. 

Losing the advantage of a virtuous station ; 
Few changes e'er can better their affairs, 

Theirs being an unnatural situation. 
From the dull palace to the dirty hovel : " 
Some play the devil, and llien write a Tiovel." 



llaid^ was Nature's bride, and knew not this: 
Haid^ was Passion's child, bom where the sun 

Showers triple liglit, and scorches even the kiss 
Of his gazelle-eyed daughters ; she was one 

Made but to love, to feel that she was hi^ 
Who was her chosen ; what was said or done 

Elsewhere was nothing. She had nought to fear, 

Hope, care, nor love beyond, — her heart beat here. 



And oh I that quickening of tlie heart, that bcul ! 

How much it costs us ! yet cacli rising tlirob 
Is in its cause as its effect so sweet. 

That Wisdom, ever on the watch to rob 
Joy of its alchemy, and to repeat 

Kne truths ; even Conscience, too, has a tough job 
To make us understand each good old maxim, 
So good — I wonder Cs^tlereagh don't tax 'euj. 



jind now ^waa done — on the looe shore were plighted 
Their hearts ; the stars, their nuptial torches, shed 

Beautj' upon the beautiful they lighted : 
Ocean tlieir witness, and the cave their bed, 

By their own feelings hallow'd and tinited, 
Their priest was Solitude, and they were wed ;* 

And they were happy, for to their youDg eyes 

Each was an augcl, and earth paradise. 



Ob, Love I of whom great Csesar was the snitor, 
Titus the master, Antony the slave, 

Horace, Caiullus, scholars, Ovid tutor, 

Sappho the sage blue-stocking, in whose grave 

All those may leap who rather would be neuter — 
(Leucadia's rack still overlooks the wave) — 

Oh, Love ! thou art the very god of evil. 

For, after all, we cannot call thee devil. 



TTiou mak'st the chaste connubial state precarious, 
And jesteat with the brows of mightiest men : 

Ciesar and Poinpey, Mahomet, Bclisanus, 

Have much employ'd the muse of history's peji : 

Their lives and fortunes were extremely various, 
Such worthies Time will never see agaia ; 

Yet to these four in three things tlic same luck holds. 

They all were heroes, conqiiernrs, and cuckolds. 



Thou mak'st philosophers ; there's Epicurus 

And Aristippus, a material crew I 
Who to immoral causes would allure DS 

By tlieories quite practicable too ; 
If only from the devil they would insure us. 

How pleasant were the maxim (not quite new], 
" Eat, drink, and love, what can the rest avail us ? 
So said the royal sage Sardatiapalus. 



But Juan I had he quit'C forgotten Jdia? 

And should he have forgotten her bo soon ? 
I can't but aa.j it seems to me most truly a 

Perplexing question ; but, no doubt, the moon 
Does these things for us, and whenever newlj a 

Strong palpitation rises, 'lis her boon. 
Else how the devil is it that fresh features 
Have such a charm for us poor human creatures P 



1 hate inconstancj — I loathe, detest, 

Abhor, condemn, abjure the ujortul made 

Of such quicksilver cky that iu his breast 
No permanent foundation can be laid; 

Love, constant love, has been lay constant guest, 
And yet last night, being at a masquernde, 

I saw the prettiest creature, fresh from Milan, 

Which gave me some sensations like a villain. 



But soon Philosophy came to my aid. 

And whisper'd " Think of every sacred tie ! " 

" I will, my dear Philosophy 1 " I said, 
" But then her teeth, and then, oh, tieaven 1 her e^o 

I'll just enquire if she be wife or maid. 
Or neither— out of curiosity." 

" Stop I " cried Philosophy, with air so Grecian, 

(Though she was masqued then as a fair Venetian ;) 



" Stop ! " so I stopp'd. — Hut to return : that which 
Men call inconstancy is uotliiug more 

Thnn admiration due where nature's rich 
Profusion with young beauty covers o'er 

Some favour'd object ; and as in the niche 
A lovely statue we almost adore, 

Tliis sort of adoration of the real 

Is but a heightening of the " beau ideal." 



'Tis the perceptiou of the beautiful, 

A ^e extension of the Acuities, 
rUtoiiic, universal, wouderful. 

Drawn from the stars, and filter'd through the skies. 
Without which life wouJd be extremelv dull; 

In short, it is the use of our own eyes. 
With one or two ^mall senses adde^, just 
'I'o hint that Hesh is form'd of Gerj dust. 



Yet 'tis a painful fecliug, and unwilling, 
For surely if we always could perceive 

In the same object graces quite as killing 
As when she rose upon us like an Eve, 

"F would save us many a heut-ache, many a shilling, 
{For we must get them anyhow, or grieve,) 

Whereas, if one sole lady pleased for ever. 

How pleasant for the heart, as well as liver t 



Tlie heart is like the sky, a part of heaven. 
But changes night and day, too, like the sky; 

Now o'er it clouds and thunder must be driven, 
And darkness and destruction as on high : 

liut when it hath been scorch'd, and pierced, and riven. 
Its storms expire in water-drops; the eye 

Pours forth at last the heart's blood turn'd to tears. 

Which make the English climate of oui years. 



Tlie liver is the lazaret of bile, 

But very rarely executes its function, 
For the llrst p^sion stays there such a while. 

That all the rest creep in and form a junction. 
Like knots of vipers on a dunghill's soil. 

Rage, fear, hate, jealousy, revenge, compunction, 
So that all miscliiefs spring up from tliis entrail. 
Like earthquakes froui tlie hidden fire call'd "central," 



In the mean time, wiihout proceeding more 
lu this anatomy, I've fiiiiah'd now 

Two hundred and odd stanzas as before. 
That being about the number I'll allow 

Each canto of the twelve, or twenty-four ; 
And, laying down my pen, I make my bow, 

Leaving Don Juan and Haiciee to plead 

For them and theirs with all who deign to read. 



IHTEODTICTION TO OAHTO TKB THIBD. 



Wbili the two fiist cantos of " Don Juui " irere poHaiDg thcongli the i 
ByiDQ BppeiLred to «in1t in the viIiDipatioa of th« coming itorm. " I am glul," ba 
wrote to hU pafalieher, " jou think the poesj good ; and as to thinking of the efiect, 
Uiinlc jou otth« gals, and leaTenie to ptnck the porcnpineg who may point their qoilli 
at fon." A letter from Mr. Muiray the da; after poUicatiaD, informed him that the 
gale vaa b^inning to blow, and he reg>lied with aniusliou — "Pou't be alamoL 
Ton nill aee me defend mjaelf gail; — that i>, if I happen to be in ■pirita, aod If M 
gpirita I don't mean yonr meaning of the word, bnt th« spirit of a bull-di^ wtuB M 
pinched, or a ball when pinned ; it in then that thoj make best eport, and aa n^ j 
senButionfl imder an attack are probablj a happy eomponnd of the united ener^ea of 
thoee amiable animale, jon ma; perbapa see what Murrall calla 'rare aport,' and'aoma 
good touiog and goring in tbe conne of the contraieiaj. But I mnal he in the right 
cue Gnrt, and 1 doabt 1 am almoat too Esf off to be in a snfficiBnt fnrj tor the pur- 
pose." The only Emit of these warlike resolntions waa Ibe Eacettans letter lo tha 
BoEemn Roberts, irhieh vas written !□ Aagiul, 1810, and the animated " Semsika 
upon as article in Blackwood's Ua^aiine," which ven peimed in Harch, IS20, bat 
not published till aflcr his death. With all hie engerucax to throw down the gasntlat 
to the public, he vas inTariabl; aomiyed when they took it up. Acoordinglj he wu 
disooaraged where he expected to have been reused, and on ecmmencing the tliird 
«Dto in October, 1819, be found his nsnal ardour of corapontiDn gone. He had not, 
he said, been frightened, but hurt b; the outcry, and though he proceeded anffidentlj 
fast to have completed two hundred itanias by the end of NoTcmber, he alirajs 
beliered that they partook of the tameoess of his sfurita. Hia confidence in his poem i— 
bad innk to low, that when one Saondera at Venice, — a man whom he cslla "a ■alt--l 
Sab seller," — pronounced "Don Juan" to be all "Qmb Street," he was too mndh I 
depreesed by the BilUngsgate criticism to compose a line for several dayi. "LcmIl 
here," he aaid, to his friend Mr. Bankes, as he pointed to the H3. which he had pat 
away in a drawer, ' tbia is all Mr. Saunders's ■ (Jrub Street I ' " The low opinion 
which the poet had formed of the third cnnto, induced him to cut it in halves, and 
style the second portion canto four, from an idta that the reader would feel the jonmej 
loBB b^lsome if divided into stages . In due time canto the fifth was added, and the 
three appeared together in August, 1831, Hr. Hurray paying £1626 for a metclj 
nominal oapyrigbt The names of author and publisher were still suppreased, for not- 
wilhstanding they were known (o all the world. Lord Byron fancied that to withbuld 
the avowal gave liim aamething of the advantage which Jack the Oianl-Ki" 
ftiim his invisible ««t^ and enabled him lo fight with better e&ct agaius 
headed foi. 



CANTO THE THIRD. 



Hail, Muse I et cafera. — We left Juan sleeping 
Pillow'd upon a fair and liappj breast. 

And watcli'd by eyes that never yet knew weeping, 
And loved by a young heart, too deeply blest 

To feel the poison through her epirit creeping, 
Or know who rested there, a foe to rest. 

Had soil'd the current of her sinless years. 

And turn'd her pure heart's purest blood to tears 1 



Oh, Love ! what is it in this world of ours 
Which makes it fatal to be loved ? Ah why 

With cypress branches hast thou wreathed thy bowen, 
And made thy best interpreter a sigh ? 

As lliose who dot« on odours pluck the flowers. 
And place them on their breast — but place to di^— 

Thus the frail beings we would fondly cherish 

Are laid within our bosoms but to perish.' 



In her first passion woman loves her lover, 
In all the otliunt all she loves ia love. 

Which grows a habit she can ne'er get over. 
And fits her loosely— like an easy glove. 

As you may find, whene'er you like to prove her; 
One man alone at 6rst her heart can move; 

She then prefers him in the plural number, 

Not finding that the additions much encumber. 



I know not if the fault be meu's or tlieirs ; 

But one thing's pretty sure ; a woman planted 
(Unless at once she plunge for Lfe in prayers) — 

After a decent time must be gallanted ; 
Although, no doubt, her first of love affairs 

la that to which her heart is wholly granted ; 
Tet there are some, they say, who have had none, 
But those who have ne'er end with only one.' 



'Tis melancholy, and a fearful sign 

Of human frailty, folly, also crime. 
That love and marriage rarely can combine. 

Although they both are bom in the same clime; 
Maniage from love, like vinegar from wine — 

A sad, sour, sober beverage — by time 
Ifl aharpen'd from its high celestial ilavour, 
Down to a very homely household savour. 



There's something of antipathy, as 'twere. 
Between their present and their future state; 

A kind of flattery that's hardly fair 

Ib used until the truth arrives too late — 

Tet what can people do, eicept despair? 

The same things change their uames at such a 

For instance — passion in a lover's glorious. 

But in a husband is pronounced v 



Men grow ashamed of being so very fond ; 

Tlicy sometimes also get a little tired 
(But that, of course, is rare), and then despond ; 

The same things cannot always be admired. 
Yet 'tis " so nominated in the bond," 

That both are tied till one shall have expired. 
Sad thought 1 to lose the spouse that was adorning 
Our days, and put one's servants into mourning. 



There's doubtless aomnthing in domestic doings 
Which forms, in fact, true love's antithesis ; 

Romances paint at fuU length people's wooings. 
But only give a bust of marriages ; 

For no one cares for matrimonial cuoings. 
There's nothing wrong in a connubial kiss : 

Think you, if Laura hud been Petrarch's wife. 

He would have written sonnets all hia life? ' 



All tragedies are fiuish'd by a death. 

All comedies are ended by a marriage ; 
The future states of both are left to faith, 

For authors fear description might disparage 
The worlds to come of both, or fall beneath. 

And then both worlds would punish their miscarriage ; 
So leaving each their priest and prayer-book ready. 
They say no more of Death or of the Lady* 



The only two that in my recollection 

Have sung of heaven and hell, or marri^, ue 
Dante' and Milton,' and of both the affection 

Was hapless in their nuptials, for some bar 
Of fault or temper ruin'd the coimectiou 

(Such things, in fact, it don't ask much to mar) i 
But Dante's Beatrice and Milton's Eve 
Were not drawn from their spouses, you conceive. 



Some persons say that Dante meant theology 
By Beatrice, and not a mistress — I, 

Although my opinion may require apology. 
Deem this a commentator's phantasy. 

Unless indeed it was from his own knowledge he 
Decided thus, and show'd good reason why ; 

T think that Dante's more abstruse ecststica 

Meant to personify the mathematics.' 



Haid^ and Juan were not married, but 

The fault was theirs, not mine ; it is not fair. 
Chaste reader, then, in any way to put 

The blame on me, unless you wish thej were ; 
Then if you'd have them wedded, please to shut 

The hook which treats of this erroneous pair. 
Before the consequences grow too awful ; 
'Tis dangerous to read of loves unlawfid. 



Yet they were happy, — liappj in the illicit 
Indulgence of their innocent desires; 

But more iinprudeut grown with every visit, 
HaiiiMe forgot the island was her sire's : 

Wlien we have what we like, 'tis hard to miss it. 
At least in the beginning, ere one tires ; 

Thus she came often, not a moment losing. 

Whilst her piratical papa was cruisuig. 



Let not his mode of raising cash seein strange. 
Although he fleeced the flags of every nation, 

For into a prime minister but change 
His title, and 'tis nothing but taxation ; 

But he, more modest, took an humbler range 
Of life, and in an honester vocation 

Pursued o'er the high seas his watery journey,' 

And merely practised as a sea-attomey. 



The good old gentleman had been detain'd 

By winds and waves, and some important captures; 

And, in the hope of more, at sea remain'd. 

Although a squall or two had damp'd his rapture*, 

By swamping one of the prizes ; he had chaiu'd 
His prisoners, dividing tlicm like chapters 

In number'd lots ; tliey all had cuffs and collars, 

And avernged each from ten to a hundred dollars. 



Some he disposed of off Ga)ie MatapoD, 

Among his friends, the Mainota ; some lie sold 

To his Tunis correspondents, save one man 
Toss'd overboard unsaleable (being old) ; 

The rest — save here and there some riclier one, 
Beserved for future ransom in the hold, 

AVece link'd ahJce, as for the common people he 

Had a large order from the Dcy of Tripoli. 



The merchandise was served in the same way. 
Pieced out for different marts in the Levant, 

Except some certain portions of the prey, 
Light classic articles of female want, 

French stuffs, lace, tweezers, toothpicks, teapot, tray, 
Guitars and castaueta ftom Alicaut, 

All which selected from the spoil he gathers, 

Ituhb'd for his daughter by the best of fathers. 



A monkey, a Dutch mastiff, a mackaw, 

Two parrots, with a Persian cat and kittena, 

He chose from several animals he saw — 

A terrier, too, wliich once had been a Briton's, 

Who dying on the coast of Ithaca, 

The peasants gave the poor dumb thing a pittance. 

Tiieae to secure in this strong blowing weather, 

He caged in one huge hamper altogether. 



Then having settled his marine affairs, 

Despatching single embers here and there, 

His vessel hB^^ng need of some repairs, 

Fie shaped his course to where Ills daughter fair 

Continued still her hospitable cares ; 

But that part of the coast being shoal and bare, 

And rough with reefs which ran out many a mile. 

His port lay on the other side o' the isle. 



And there he went ashore without delay. 
Baring no custom-houae nor quarantine 

To ask hiin awkward questions on the way. 
About the time and place where he had be^ra : 

He left his ship to be hove down next day. 

With orders to the people to careen ; 
So that all hands were busy beyond measure. 
In getting out goods, ballast, guns, and treasure. 



Arriving at the summit of a hill 

Which o'erlook'd tlie white walls of his home. 
He stopp'd. — What singular emotions fill 

Their bosoms who have been indnced to roam I 
With fluttering doubts ii all be well or ill — 

With love for many, and with fears for some ; 
All feelings which o'erleap the years long lost. 
And bring our hearts back to their stamng-post. 



The approach of home to husbands and to sires. 
After long travelling by land or water, 

Most naturally some small doubt inspires — 
A female family's a serious matter; 

(None trusts the sex more, or so much admires — 
But they hate flattery, so I never flatter ;) 

Wives in their husbands' absences grow subtler. 

And daugliters sometimes run off with the butler. 



An honest gentleman at his return 

May not have the good fortune of Ulysses ; 

Not ail lone matrons for their husbands mourn. 
Or sliow the same dislike to suitors' kisses; 

Tlie odds are that he finds a handsome urn 

To his memory — and two or three youiig missea 

Bom to some friend, who holds his wife and richea;- 

And that hU Argus bites him by — the breeches. 



If single, proljiibly his pligliti;d fair 

Hna in Lis abseuce wedded some rich miser; 
Hut ull the better, for the happy pair 

Mny qiiuirel, and the lady growing wiser. 
He may resume his amatory care 

As cavalier serrente, or despise her; 
And that his sorrow may uot be a dumb one, 
\Vrit« odea on the Inconstancy of Woman. 



And oh I ye gentlemen who have olreidy 
Some chast£ liaiMm of tlie kind — I mean 

An honest friendship witli a married lady — 
The only thing of this sort ever seen 

To last — of all comiexions the most steady. 

And the true Hymen, (the first's but a screen)— 

Yet for all thut keep not too long away ; 

I've known the absent wroiig'd four times a day.' 



i^mbro, our sen-solicitor, who had 

Muuh less experience of dry land than ocean, 

On seeing his own chimney -smolce, felt glad ; 
But not kiiiiwing meta|ihysic3, had no notiojt 

Of the true reason of his not being sad, 
Or tlist of any other strong emotion; 

He loved his child, and would have wept the loss of her, 

Hut knew the cause no more than a philosopher. 



He saw his white walls shining in the sun. 
His garden trees all shadowy and green; 

He heard liia rivulet's light bubbling run, 
The distant dog-bark ; and perceived between 

The umbrage of the wood so cool and duu. 
The moving Sgnres, and the sparkling sheen 

Of arms (in the East all arm) — and various dyes 

Of colour'd garbs, as bright as butterflies. 




And tA t)ie spot where they appear he nears, 
SlUpriaed at these unwonted signs- of idling, 

He hears — alas ! no music of the spheres, 

Bat an unhallow'd, earthly sound of Sddling ! 

A melody which made him doubt his ears. 

The cause being past his guessing or unriddling; J 

A pipe, too, and a drum, and shortly after, 

A most unoriental roar of laughter. 



And still more nearly to the place advancing, 

Descending rather quickly the declivity, 
Through the waved branches, o'er the greensward glancing, 

'Midst other indications of festivity. 
Seeing a troop of his domestics dancing 

Like dervises, who turn as on a pivot, he 
Perceived it was the Pjrrliic dance" so martial, 
To which the Levantines are very partial. 



And further on a group of Grecian girls," 
The first and tallest her wiiite kerchief waving, 

Were strung together like a row of pearls, 

Link'd hand in hand, and dancing : each too having 

Down her whit* neck long floating auburn curls — 
{The least of which would set ten poets raving) ;" 

Their leader sang — and bounded to her song. 

With choral step and voice, the virgin throng. 



And here, assembled cross-legg'd round their traya. 

Small social parties just begun to dine ; 
Pilaus and meats of all sorts met the gaze. 

And flasks of Samian and of Chian wine. 
And sherbet cooling in the porous vase ; 

Above them their dessert grew on its vine. 
The orange and pomegranate nodding o'er 
Dropp'd iu tiicir laps, scarce pinck'd, their melluw store. 



A hand of cliildren, round a snow-wMte nm. 
There wreathe his venerable horns with flowert; 

\Vhile peaceful as if still au unwean'd lumb, 
I'lie patriarch of the flock all gently cowers 

His sober head, majeeticall; tame, 

Ur eats from ont the palm, or phiyful lowers 

His brow, as if in act to butt, and then 

Yielding to their small hands, draws back again, 



Their classical profiles, and glittering dresses, 
llieir large black eyes, and soft seraphic cheeks, 

Crimson as cleft pom egra nates, their long tresses. 
The gesture which enchants, the oye that speak'. 

The innocence which happy childhood blesses. 
Made qnite a picture of tliese little Greeks ; 

So that the philosophical beholder 

t^igh'd far their sakes — that they should e'er grow older. 



Afar, a dwarf buffoon stood teUing tales 
To a sedate grey circle of old smokers. 

Of secret treasures found in hidden vales. 
Of wonderful replies from Arab jokers, 

Of charms to make good gold and cure bad ails. 
Of rocks bewitch'd that open to the kiit>rkers, 

t)f magic ladies who, by one sole act, 

Transform'd their lords to beasts (but ihut's a fact). 



Here was no lack of iunocent diversion 

For the imagination or the senses. 
Song, dance, wine, music, stories fram the Persian, 

Ail pretty paattmen in which no otTence is ; 
But Lambro saw all these things with a 

Perceiving in his absence such expenses. 
Dreading that climax of all human ills. 
The inflammation of his weekly bills. 



AU I 'That is man F what perils still envinm 
The happiest mortals even after dinner — 

A d&y of gold bom out an age of iron 
Is all that life allows the luckiest sinner ; 

Pleasure (whene'er she singSj at least)'s a siren. 
That lures, to flay alive, the young beginner j 

Lambro's reception at hia people's banquet 

Was such as fire accords to a wet blanket. 



He — being a man who seldom used a word 
Too much, and wishing gladly to surprise 

(In general he surprised men with the sword) 
His daughter — had not sent before to advise 

Of his arrival, ao that no one stirr'd ; 
And long he stood to re-assure his eyes. 

In fact much more astoiiisb'd than delighted, 

To fi]id S(> much good company invited. 



He did not know (alas 1 how men will lie) 
That a report (especially the Greeks) 

Avouch'd his dealli {sucli people never die). 
And put his house in mourning several weeks, — 

But now their eyes and also hps were dry; 
The bloom, loo, had return'd to Haid^'s checks. 

Her tears, too, being return'd into their fount. 

She now kept house upon her own account. 



Hence all this rice, meat, dancing, wine, and fiddling 
Which tum'd the isle into a place of pleasure ; 

The servants all were getting drunk or idling, 
A life which made tlicm happy beyond measure. 

Her father's hospitality scem'd raidiiling, 
Compared with what Ilaid^ did with his treasure,- 

'TWAS wonderful how tilings went on improving. 

While she had not one hour to spare from loving," 



Perhaps you thiuk, in stumbling on tiiis I'eiist, 
Fie Hew into a passion, and in fact 

'I'lirre was no mighty reason to be pleased ; 
Perhaps you prophesy some sudden act, 

Tiie wliip, the rack, or dungeon at the least. 
To teach his people to be more exact, 

And that, proceeding at a rary high rate, 

Uc show'd tlie royal jieacAa a U of a pirate. 



You're wrong. — He was the mildest manner'd ji 
That ever scultled ship or cut a throat. 

With such true breeding of a gentleman, 
You never could divine his real thought; 

Ko courtier could, and scarcely woman can 
Gird more deceit within a petticoat; 

Pity he loved adventurous life's variety. 

He was so great a loss to good society." 



Advancing to the nearest dinner tray, 
Tapping the shoulder of the nighesl guest, 

With a peculiar smile, which, by the way. 
Boded no good, whatever it express'd, 

lie ask'd the meaning of this holiday ; 

The vinous Greek to whom he had addrcss'd 

His fjueation, much too merry to divine 

'J'iie questioner, fill'd up a glass of wine. 



And without turning his fncelious head, 

Over his shoulder, with a Bacebtiut air, 
Presented the o'erflowing cup, and said, 

" Talking's dry work, I have no time to spurtj." 
A second liiccupp'd, " Our old muster's dead. 

You'd better ask our Tnistress who's his heir." 
" Our mistress !" quoth a third : " Our mistress I — pocii — 
You mean our master — not the old, but new." 
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Not tliat he was not sometimes rash or so, 
But never in his real and serions mood ; 

Then calm, concentrated, and still, and stow. 
He lay cotl'd like the boa in the wood ; 

With him it never was a word and blow, 
His angry word onee o'er, he shed no blood, 

But in his silence there was much to rue. 

And his tme blow left little work for itoo. 



He ask'd no further questions, and proceeded 
On to the house, but by a private way, 

So that the few who met him hardly heeded, 
80 httle they expected him that day; 

If love paternal in his bosoin pleaded 

For Haidee'a sake, is more than I can say. 

Bat certainly to one deem'd dead returning. 

This revel seem'd a curiooa mode of mourning. 



If all the dead could now return to life, 

(Which God forbid !} or some, or a great many, 

For instance, if a husband or his wife 
(Nuptial eiample^i are as good as any). 

No doubt whate'er might be their former strife. 
The present weather would be much more rainy— 

Tears shed into the grave of the connection 

Would share most probably its resurrection. 



L 



He enter'd in the house no more his home, 
A thing to human feelings the most trying, 

And harder for the heart to overcome. 

Perhaps, than even the mental pangs of dying j 

To find our liearthstone turn'd into a tomb. 
And round its onee warm precincts palely lying 

The ashes of our hopes, is a deep grief. 

Beyond a single gentleman's belief. 



He enter'd in the house — Iiia home no more, 
For without hearts there is no home ; — and felt 

The solitude of passing his own door 

Without a welcome : /Aere he long had dwell. 

There his few peaceful days Time had swept o'er. 
There his warm bosom and keeu eye would melt 

Over the innocence of that sweet cliild. 

His ouly shriue of feelings undefiled. 



He was a man of a strange temperament. 
Of mild demeanour though of savage mood, 

tloderate in all his habits, and content 
"With temperance in pleasure, as in food. 

Quick to perceive, and strong to bear, and meant 
For something better, if not wholly good ; 

His country's wrongs and his despair to save her 

Had stung him from a slave to an enslaver. 



The love of power, and rapid gain of gold. 
The hardness by long habitude produced, 

Tlie dangerous life in which he had grown old. 
The mercy he had granted oft abused. 

The sigjits he was accustomed to behold, 

The wild seas, and wild men with whom he cruised. 

Had coat his enemies a long repentance, 

And made him a good friend, but bad acquaintance. 



IJut something of the spirit of old Greece 
t'lash'd o'er his soul a few heroic rays. 

Such as lit onward to the Golden Fleece 
His predecessors in the Colchian days ; 

"lis true he had no ardent love for peace — 
Alas] his country show'd no path to praise: 

Hate to the world and war witli every nation 

He waged, in vengeance of lier degradation. 



Still o'er bis mind the iiifiueucc of the clime 
Shed its Ionian elegance, which sliow'd 

Its power unconsciously full many a time, — 
A taste seen in the choice of liis abode, 

A love of music and of scenes subhme, 
A pleasure in the geutle stream that flow'J 

Past him in crystal, and a joy in flowers, 

Bedew'd his spirit in his calmer hours. 



But whatsoe'er he had of love reposed 
On that beloved daughter; she had been 

Tlie only thing which kept liis heart unclosed 
Amidst the savage deeds he bad done and seen, 

A lonely pure affection unopposed : 

There wanted but the loss of tbis to wean 

His feebngs from all milk of human kindne.ss, 

And turn him tike the Cyclops' mod with bliudtKsa, 



The cnhlcss tigress in her Jnngle raging 
Is dreadful to the shepherd and tbe tlock ; 

The ocean when its yeasty war is waging 
Is awful to the vessel near tbe rock ; 

But violent things will sooner bear asfuaging, 
Their fury being spent by its own shock, 

Tban the st«rn, single, deep, and worldless ire' 

Of a strong human heart, and in a sire. 



It is a hard although a common case 

To tjnd our children running restive — they 

In whom our brightest days we would retrace. 
Our little selves re-formed in finer cluy. 

Just as old age is creeping on apace. 

And clouds come o'er tbe sunset of our da), 

They kindly leave us, though not quite alone. 

But in good company — the gout or stone. 



Yet a Sne family is a fine tiling 

(Provided they don't come iu after dinner) ; " 
'Tis beautiful to see a matron bring 

Her children up (if nurdng them don't thin her) ; 
Like cherubs round an alUr-piece tliey ding 

To the fire-side (a sight to touch a sinner). 
A lady with her daughters or lier nieces 
Shine like a guinea and seven-shilling pieces. 



Old Lambro pass'd unseen a private gate. 
And slood within his hall at eventide; 

Meantime the lady and her ioyer sate 
At wassail iu their beauty and their pride : 

An ivory inlaid table spread with state 

Before them, and fair slaves on every side ; 

Gems, gold, and silver, form'd the service raos 

Mother of pearl and coral the leas costly." 



The dinner made about a hundred di.^hes ; 

l.amb and pistacliio nuta — in short, all meats. 
And salTrau soups, and sweetbreads ; and the fishfla 

Were of the finest that e'er flounced in nets, 
llrert to a Sybarite's most pamper'd wishes; 

The beverage was various sherbets 
Of raisin, orange, and pomegranate juice, 
Squeezed through the rind, which makes it best for use," 



These were ranged round, each in its crystal ewer. 
And fruits, and date-bread loaves closed the repast, 

And Mocha's berry, from Arabia pure, 
111 small line China cups, came in at last; 

Gold cups of filigree made to secure 

The hand from burning underneath them placed, 

Cloves, cinnamon, and saS'ron too were boJl'd 

Up wiih the coffee, which (I think) they spoii'd." 



The hangings of the room were tapestry, made 
Of velvet panels, each of different hue. 

And thick with damiisk flowers of »ilk inlaid ; 
And round them ran a yellow border too ; 

The upper border, richly wrouglit, display'd, 
Erobroider'd delicately o'er with blue, 

Soft Persian sentences, in lilac letters, 

From poets, or the moralists their betters." 



These Oriental wrilJiigs on the wall. 

Quite common in those countries, are a kind 

Of monitors adapted to recall, 
Like skulb at Memphian banquets, to the miud 

The words which shook Belshazzar in his hall. 
And took liis kingdom from him : You will find. 

Though sages may pour out their wisdom's treasure, 

There is no sterner moralist than Pleasure. 



A beauty at the season'? close grown hectic, 
A genius who has drunk himself to de^itli, 

A rake tum'd methodistic, or Eclectic" — 

(For that's the name ihey like to pray beneath) *■ 

13ut most, an alderman struck apoplectic, 
Are things that really take away the breath, — 

And show that late hours, wine, and love are able 

To do not much less damage than the table. 



Uaideo and Juan carpeted their feet 
(Ju crimson satin, border'd with pale blue; 

Their sofa occupied three parts complete 
Of the apartment — and appear'd quite new ; 

The velvet cushions {for a throne more meet) — 
Were scarlet, from whose glowing centre grew 

A sun emboss'd in gold," whose rays of tissue, 

Aleridian-like, were seen all light to issue." 



Crystal and marble, plate ami portelniii. 

Had done their work of splendour; Indian mats 

And Persian carpets, which the heart bled to stain. 
Over the floors were spread ; gazelles and axt», 

Aud dwarfa and blacks, and Bucb like things, that g»iii 
Tlieir bread as ministers and favourites — [that's 

To say, by degradation) — mingled there 

Aa plentiful us in a court or fair. 



There was no want of lofty mirrors, and 

The tables, most of ebony inlaid 
With mother of pearl or ivory, stood at hand. 

Or were of tortoise-shell or rare woods made. 
Fretted with gold or silver ; — by command. 

The greater part of these were ready spread 
With viands and sherbets in ice — and wine- 
Kept for all corners at all hours to dine. 



Of all the dresses I select Haid^'s : 

She wore two jelicks — one was of pale yoUow; 

Of azure, pink, and white was her chemise — " 

'Neath which her breast heaved hke a httle billow i ' 

With buttons fortn'd of pearls as large as )ieas. 
All gold and crimson shone her jelick's fellow. 

And the striped uhite gauze baracan that bound her. 

Like dcecy clouds about the moon, flow'd round her. 



One large gold bracelet clasp'd eiich lovely arm, 
Lockless — 80 pliable from the ]ture gold 

lliat the hand stretcli'd and shut it without harm, 
The limb which it adorn'd its only mould j 

So beautiful — its very shape would charm. 
And clinging aa if loath to lose its hold, 

The purest ore enclosed the whitest skin 

Thai ere by precious metal was held in.' 



Around, as princess of her father's land, 
A like gold bur above her inatcp roli'd " 

Anuounted Jier rank ; twelve rings were on her hand ; 
Her hair was start'd with gems ; her veil's fine fold 

Below hcT breast was fasten'd with a band 
Of lavish pearls, whose worth could scarce be told ; 

Her orange silk fall Turkish trousers furl'd 

About the prettiest ankle in the world. 



Her Imir's long auburn waves down to her tieel 
Flow'd like an Alpine torrent which the sun 

Dyes with his morning light, — aud would conteal 
Her person " if allow'd at la^ to run, 

And still thejr seein'd resentfully to feel 
Tile silken fillet's curb, aTid sought to shun 

Their bonds whene'er soinr Zephyr caught b^gau 

To oiTer his ^ouui; pinion as her fan. 



Bound her she made an atmosphere of Hfe, 
The very air seem'd lighter from her eyes. 

They were so soft aud beautiful, and rife 
With all we can imagine of the skies. 

And pure us Psyche ere she grew a wife — 
Too ]iure even for the purest human ties ; 

Her overpowering presence made you feel 

It would not be idolatry to kneel," 



Her eyelashes, though dark as night, were tinged 
(It is the country's custom "), but in vain ; 

For those large black eyes were so blackly fringed^ 
The glossy rebels mock'd the jetty st;iin. 

And in their native beauty stood avenged : 
Her nail» were touch'd with henna ; but again 

The power of art was turu'd to nothing, for 

They could uot look more rosy than before. 



1'lie henna sliodd be deeply djed to make 
The skin relieved appear more fairly fair; 

She had no need of this, day ne'er will break 

On mountain tops more heavenlj white than her: 

The eye might doubt if it were well awake, 
She was so like a vision ; I might err, 

But Sliakspeare also sajs, 'tis very siDy 

"To gilil refined gold, or paint the lily." 



Juan had on a shawl of hkek auJ gold. 
But a white baracau, and so transparent 

The sparkling gems beneath you might behold, 
Like small stars through the milky way apparent; 

Uis turban furlM in many a graceful fold, 
An emerald aigrette with Haidee's hair iu't 

Surmounted, as its cWp, a growing crescent. 

Whose rays ^hone ever trembling, but incessant. 



And now they were diverted by tiieir suite, 

Dwarfs, dancing-girls, black eunuchs, and a poet, 

Which made their new establi^-hnient complete; 
The last was of great fame, and liked to show it 

His verses rarely wauled their due feet — 
And for Ins theme — he seldom sung below it, 

lie being paid to satirise or flatter. 

As the psalm says, "iuditing a good matter." 



He praised the present, and abused the paat, 
Ileversing the good custom of old days. 

An Eastern anti-jacohin at last 
lie tum'd, preferring pudding to no praise— 

For some few years his lot had been o'ercast 
By his seeming independent iu his lays, 

fiut now he sung the Sultan and the Paclia 

With truth like Southey, and with verse like CraBhiBt" 



He was a man who had seen many changes. 
And always changed as true as any needle ; 

His polar star being one which rather ran^'cs. 

And not the (ix'd — he knew the way to wlieedlc: 

So vile he 'scaped the doom which oft avenges ; 
And being fluent (save indeeil when fee'd ill). 

He lied with such a fervour of intention — 

There was no doubt he earn'd his laureate pension. 



But he had genius, ^when a turncoat has it. 

The " Vatea initabilia " takes care 
'I'iiat without notice few full moons shall pass it; 

Even good men like to make the public stare : — 
But to my subject — let me see — what was it ?— 

Oh ! — the third canto — and the pretty pair — 
Their loves, and feasts, and house, and dress, ajid mode 
Of living in their insular abode. 



Their poet, a sad trimmer, but no less 

In company a very pleasant fellow. 
Had been the favourite of full many a mess 

Of men, and made them speeches when half mellow; 
And though his meaning tliey could rarely guess. 

Yet still they deign'd to biccup or to bellow 
The glorious meed of popular applause. 
Of which the first ne'er knows the second cause. 



But now being lifted into high cociely. 
And having pick'd up several odds and ends 

Of free thoughts in his travels, for variety, 

He deem'd, being in a lone isle, among friends. 

That without any danger of a riot, he 

Might for long lying make himself amends ; 

And singing as he sung in his warm youth, 

Agree to a short armistice with truth. 
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He had tnivell u 'aioQi^t the Arabs, Tark?, and Franks, 
And knew the self-loves of the different nations ; 

And having lived with people of all ranks. 
Had something ready upon most occasions — 

Which got him a few presents and some thanks. 
He varied with some skill his adulations ; 

To " do at Borne as Romans do/' a piece 

Of conduct was which he observed in Greece. 



LXXZT. 

Tims, usually, when he was asked to sing, 

He gave the different nations something national ; 

'Twas all the same to him — " God save the king,^ 
Or " (^a ira" according to the fashion all : 

His muse made increment of any thing. 

From the high lyric down to the low rational : 

If Kndar sang horse- nices, what should hinder 

Himself from being as pliable as Pindar? 
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Lxzrri. 

In France for instance, he would write a clianson ; 

In Fngland a six canto quarto tale ; 
In Spain he'd make a ballad or romance on 

The last war — much the same in Portusral : 
In Germany, the Pegasus he'd prance on 

Would be old Goethe's — (see what says de Stael) ; 
In Italy he'd ape the " Trecentisti ; " * 
In Greece, he'd sing some sort of hymn like this f ye 



1. 



The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece ! 

Where burning Sappho loved and sung. 
Where grew the arts of war and pt^ace, 

Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung I 
Eternal summer gilds them yet. 
But all, except their sun, is set. 



Tlie Scian" and the Teian muse," 
The hero's harp, the lover's lute. 

Have found the fame jour shores refuse; 
Their place of birth alone is mute 

To sounds which echo further west 

Than your sires' "Islands of the Blest."" 



The mouiitniiis look on Marathon — " 
And Marathon looks on the sea ; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dream'd that Greece might still be free; 

For standing on the Persians' grave^ 

I could not deem myself a slave. 



A king sate on the rocky brow 

'VVhii:h looks o'er sca-bom Salamis; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below. 
And men in nations j — all were his t 

He counted them at break of day — 

And when the sun set where were they ? " 



And where are they ? and where art thou. 
My coimtry P On thy voiceless shore 

The heroic lay is tuneless now — 
Tlie heroic bosom beats no more ! 

And must thy lyre, so long divine. 

Degenerate into bands like mine ? 



'TIS something, in the dearth of fame. 
Though link'd among a fetter'd race, 

To feel at least a patriot's shame. 
Even as I sing, suffuse my face ; 

For wliat is left the poet here ? 

For Greeks a blush — for Greece a t*'ar. 



Most we but weep o'er days more ble^t P 
Must we but binsh P — Our bthen bled. 

Earth ! render back from out thj breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 

Of the three hundred grant but three. 

To makp a new Thermopjlse I 



What, silent still ? and silent all ? 

Ab ! no : — the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent's fall. 

And answer, "Let one living head. 
But one ariae, — we come, we come 1 " 
Tis but the living who are dumb. 



In vain — in vain : strike other chorda ; 

Fill high the cup with Samiau wine I 
Leave battles to t!ie Turkish hordes, 

And shed the blood of Scio's vine 1 
Hark 1 rising to the ignoble call — 
How answers each bold Bacchanal ( 



You have the Pjrriiic dance aa yet ; 

Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone ? 
Of two such leseons, why forget 

The nobler and the manlier one ? 
Ton have the letters Cadmus gave — 
Think ye he meant them for a slaveP 



i'ill high the bowl with Samian wine 1 
We will not think of themes like the9« 

It made Anacreon's song divine : 

He served — but served Polycrate^— 

A tyrant ; but our masters then 

Were still, at least, our countrymetu 



The tyrant of the Cliersonese 

Was freedom's best and bravest friend ; 
That tyrant was Miltiadea I 

Oh I that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind I 
Such chains as his were sure to bind. 



Pill higli the bowl with Samian wine I 
On Suli's rock, and Parga's shore. 

Exists the remnant of a hue 

Such as the Doric mothers bore ; 

And there, perhaps, some seed is sown, 

The Ileracleidan blood might own." 



Trust not for freedom to the Franks — 
They have a king who buys and sells : 

In native swords, and native ranks. 
The only hope of courage dwells : 

But Turkish force, and Latin fraud. 

Would break your shield, however broad. 



Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

Our virgins dance beneath the shade — 
1 see their glorious black eyes shine ; 

But gazing on each glowing maid. 
My own the burning tear-ilri>p laves. 
To think such breasts must suckle slaves. 



Place rae on Sunium's marbled 3te«p, 
Whc-re nothing, save the waves and \, 

Ifay hc-ar our mutual murmurs sweep ; 
There, swan-like, let me «ng and die : * 

A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine — 

Dasii down yon cup of Samian wine ! " 



Thus sung, or would, or could, or shouU have song, 
The modern Greek, in tolerable verse ; 

If not like Orpheus quite, when Greece was young, 
I'et in these times he might have done much ni<rs 

Hia strain display'd some feeling — right or wrong; 
And feeling, in a poet, is the aoarce 

Of others' feeling ; but they are such liara. 

And take all colours — like the hands of dyers. 



But words are things, and a small drop of ink. 
Falling like dew, upon a thought, produces 

That which makes thousands, perhaps millions, think j 
'I'is strange, the sliortest letter which man uses 

Instead of speech, may form a lasting link 
Of ages; to what straits old Time redncea 

Frail man, when paper — eveo a rag like this. 

Survives himself, liis tomb, and all that's his. 



And when liia bonea are dust, his grave a blank, 
Hia station, generation, even his nation. 

Become a thing, or nothing, save to rank 
In chronological commemoration, 

Some dull MS. oblivion long has sank, 
Or graven stone found in a barrack's station 

In digging the foundation of a closet, 

May turn his name up, as a rare deposit. 



And glory long has made the sages smile ; 

'Tis something, nothing, words, illusion, wind — 
Depending more upon the historian's style 

Than on the name a person leaves behind : 
Troy owea to Homer what whist owes to Hoylo : 

The present century was growing blind 
To the great Marlborough's skill in giving knocks. 
Until his late Life by Archdeacon Coxe. 



Milton's the prince of poets — so we say ; 

A little heavy, bat no less divine : 
All independent being in his day — 

Learn'd, pious, temperate in love and wine ; 
But his life falling into Johnson's way, 

We're told this great high priest of all the Nine 
Was whipt at college — a harsh sire — odd spouse, 
For the first Mrs. Milton left his house." 



All these are, cerlet, entertaining facta, 

Like Shakspeare's stealing deer, Lord Bacon's bribe* ; 
Like Titus' youth, and Cesar's earliest acts ; 

Like Burns (whom Doctor Currie well de-icribes) ; 
Like Cromwell's pranks ; — but although truth exacts 

Tht'se amiable descriptions from the scribes. 
As most essential to their hero's story. 
They do not much contribute to hia glory. 



All are not moralists, like Southey, when 
He prated to the world of " Pantlsocrasy ; " 

Or Wordsworth uuexciaed, unhired, who then 
Season'd his pedlar poems with democracy ; * 

Or Coleridge," long before his flighty pen 
Let (o the Morning Post its aristocracy;" 

When he and Southey, following the some path. 

Espoused two partners (milliners of Bath). 



Such names at present cut a coinict figure. 
The very Botany Bay in moral geography ; 

TliL-ir lojal treason, renegade rigour. 

Are good manure for tlieir more bare biography, 

Wordsworth's last quarto, by the way, is bigger 
Tlian any since the birthday of typography ; 

A drowzy frowzy poem, call'd the "Excursion," 

Writ in a manner which is my aversion. 
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XOT. 

He there biilds up a formidable dyke 

Between his own and others' intellect ; 
But Wordsworth's poem, and his followers, like 

Joanna Southcote's Shiloh,* and her sect. 
Are things which in this century don't strike 

The public mind, — so few are the elect; 
And the new births of both their stale virginities 
Have proved but dropsies, taken for divinities. 

XOTI. 

But let me to my story : I must own. 

If I have any fault, it is digression. 
Leaving my people to proceed alone. 

While I soliloquize beyond expression : 
But these are my addresses from the throne, 

Which put off business to the ensuing session : 
Forgetting each omission is a loss to 
The world, not quite so great as Ariosto. 



xoni. 

99 



I know that what our neighbours call '' longueurs, 
(We've not so good a word, but have the tAin^, 

In that complete perfection which ensures 
An epic from Bob Southey every Spring — ) 

Form not the true temptation which allures 
The reader ; but 'twould not be hard to bring 

Some fine examples of the epopde, 

To prove its grand ingredient is ennui.** 



XOYIII. 

1* 



We learn from Horace, " Homer sometimes sleeps ; 

We feel without him, Wordsworth sometimes wakes^- 
To show with what complacency he creeps. 

With his dear " Waggoners^* around his lakes.** 
He wishes for " a boat " to sail the deeps — 

Of ocean ? — ^No, of air ; and then he makes 
Another outcry for " a little boat," 
And drivels seas to set it well afloat/* 



If lie must fain sweep o'er llie ethereal plain. 
And Pegasua runs restive in his " Waggon," 

Could he not beg the loan of Charles's Wain ? 
Or pray Medea for a single dragon ? 

Or if, too classic for his vulg^ brain. 

He fear'd his neck to venture such a nag on. 

And lie uinat needs mouiit nearer to the moon, 

Could not the blockhead ask for a balloon ? 



" Pedlars," and " Boats," and " Waggons ! " Oh ! ye sliades 

Of Pope and Dryden, are we come to this ? 
That trash of such sort not alone evades 

Contempt, but from the bathos' vast abyss 
Floats scumlike uppermost, and these Jack Cades 

Of sense and song above your graves may hiss — 
The " little boatman " and his " Peter Bell " 
Can sneer at him who drew " Acliitopliel I " " 



T" our tale. The feast was over, the slaves gone. 
The dwarfs and dancing-girls had all retired ; 

T!ie Arab lore and poet's song were done. 
And every sound of revelry ejpired ; 

The lady and her lover, left alone. 

The rosy flood of twilight's sky admired ; — 

Ave Maria ! o'er the earth and sea. 

That heavenliest hour of Heaven is worthiest tbee I 



Ave Maria I blessed be the hour I 

The time, the cHme, the spot, where I so oft 
Have felt that moment in ita fullest power 

Sink o'er the earth so beautiful and soft. 
While swung the deep bell in the distant tower," 

O the faint dying day-hymn stole aloft. 
And not a breath crept through tne rosy air, 
And yet the forest fcaves seem'd stirr'd with nravCT. 



Ave Maria I 'tis the hour of prayer t 

Ave Maria ! 'tis the hour of love I 
Ave Maiia ! may oui spirits dare 

Look up to thine and to ttiy son's above ! 
Ave Maria ! oh that face so fair I 

Those downcast eyes beneatU the Almighty dove— 
What thaugli 'tis but a pictured image strilte, 
lliat painting is no idol, — 'tis too like. 



Some kinder casiiists are pleased to say, 

In nameless print *" — that I have no devotion ; 

Bat set those persons down with me to pray. 
And you shall see who has the properest notion 

Of getting into heaven the shortest way ; 
My altars are the mountains and the ocean, 

Eiirth, air, stars, — all that springs from tlie great Whole, 

Who hath produced, and will receive the soul. 



Sweet hour of twilight I in the solitude 
OS the pine forest, and the silent shore 

\\ liich bounds Eavenna's immemorial wood. 
Booted where once the Adrian wave flow'd o'ei 

To where tlie last CDEsarean fortress stood. 
Evergreen forest ! wliich Boccaccio's lore 

And Dryden's lay made haunted ground to me, 

How Imve I loved the twilight hour and tliee ! 



Tile shrill cicalas, people of the pine, 

Making their summer lives one ceaseless song, 

Were the sole echoes, save my steed's and mine. 
And vesper bell's that rose the boughs along ; 

The spectre huntsman of Onesti's line, 

Uis hell-dogs, and their chase, and the fair lhrong|3 

Which learn'd from this example not to By 

From a true lover, — shudow'd my mind's eye." 



Oh, Hesperua ! thou hriiigest all good things "— 
Home to the weary, to the hungry cheer, 

To the young bird the parent's brooding ?riag8. 
The welcome staU to the o'erlabour'd steer ; 

"Whate'er of peace about our heartlietone chiip*, 
Wliate'er our household gods protect of dmr. 

Are gather'd round ua by thy look of rest ; 

Thou bring'st the child, too, to the mothers briM 



Soft hour t which wakes the wish and melts the heart 
Of those who sail the seas, on the first day 

When they from their sweet &iends are torn apart; 
Or fills with love the pilgrim on his way 

As the far bell of vesper makes liim start. 
Seeming to weep the dying day's de.eay ; 

Is this a fancy which our reasoa scorns ? 

Ah I surely notliiug dies but something mourns I " 



Wiien Nero perish'd by the justest doom 
Which ever tlie destroyer yet destroy'd. 

Amidst the roar of liberated Rome, 

Of nations freed, and the world overjoy'd, 

Some hands unseen strew'd flowers upon his tomb : ** 
Perhaps the weakness of a heart not void 

Of feeling for some kindness done, when power 

Had left the wretch an uncorrupted hour. 



But I'm digressing; what on earth has Nero, 

Or any such like sovereign buffoons," 
To do with the trnnsectioDJ of my hero. 

More than such madmen's fellow man — the moon's P 
Sure my invention must be down at zero. 

And I grown one of many " wooden spoons " 
Of verse (the name «ith which we Cantabs pler.se 
To dub the laM of honours in dcgrt-es). 
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GZI. 

I feel this tediousness will never do— 

'Tis being too epic, and I must cut down 
(In copying) this long canto into two ; 

They^il never find it out, unless I own 
The fact, excepting some experienced few ; 

And then as an improvement Hwill be shown : 
m prove that such the opinion of the critic ii 
From Aristotle /lOMtM. — See IJoniruciff. 




I 



' ^RIlll>^mL■D under the umea of "Don Jiuc," "The LiUrtine 
old opstiuh tpirittial play, mtilled "Athoiita Fulmiiiato, " rarmerlT Bcled in Uic 
dbnicbei uid monnsterieB. hu had iU d&; of fkvoui in ctht caUDtry throughoiil 
Earops. It vu fint introdoecd upon tht ngulur lUge. under tb« title of " El 
BurladoT da Sarllln y Cambidsdo ds Piens." bj Osbriel Tellci, the cotemponrj ol 
QilderoD. It wm booq IraiLalaled ioto Italian bj Cieoguini, and pcifurmed with u 
much atieceu in thli Uaguage, not onlf in Itnljr but eTin nt Pari*, that Uoliin, 
ihortlj bafore hu dntii, prodoced a oomedj In fiva act^ ralle-l "Don Juan : ou La 
Fettia d« rierrs." Thiji pi«cs wat, in 1677, put bU v«rM hj T. Comeillc : and thua 
it hu been perfonocd on the French itags eTci linw. In iGTtt, Sh»il«'i.-ll, the mc- 
Cfflaor of Dryden in the laareateehip, introdoKd tike qubjert into tliU oounLry, id hul 
tm^&ly of the "libertine;" bat he made hu hem to unlx^audcdly vicked, aa to 
HiwdtheiiinitaofpcobsbilitT. In all theie worki, u well ar Id Hoinrt* celebnted 
opera, the Don ia uniformly represented a« a traralling rake, who prartieen eTcrywbere 
the art* of Bednctioii, and "ho, for hit nuiuenini detiuqDenci», is finally ot ' ' 

flamei corom popuie, or, aa Lord Byron bu it. — "3«nt to iJic deril 



' [Sec^d aon of George II., diiUngoisfaed hiniielf at the lattlit <•( Drttingen am 
FontenoT, and atill more ao at that of Culioden, whete he defeaU<d the (Jbetalier, ir 
1746. The Doke, howerer, obwured his fame by the crael abute whieb hx maiie, oi 
taSered hia Kldien lo make, of tbs Tietorj. Ho died in 17W.] 



t [Tn !TSe, Admiral Lnrd Hawke tfUlly defeated the Prenc^h deet equipped at 
Breit for the ioTaaion of England. In UHG be vua appoinlvd Firet Lord of tba 
Adminlty ; and died, full of bonoare, in 1781.] 



T tSoQ of the thiid Dufcc of BntUnd— lignaliied himielf in 17 1,^, on the inTaaiM 
\-j Pfinoe Charlee; and vaa ooDiilitutcd, in 17SE>, rannnander of the Britiih Gircet In 
Usman*. He died in 1T70.] 



NOTES TO CANTO TOE FIRST. 



DotAB, AQditorem mpiL" 



" Bnt to Uie grand eTent he Rpeedi hii «oan«, 
And bean hii mdfin, with impetnoiu forces 
Into tfaa mldat of Lhinga, while efer; lina 
Opene, bj jost degrees, hie whole dMlgn."' — FujlTOlc,] 

■■ <;'■ The women of SeTille tm, in general, *erj haiidmme, with Urge Ikcli e] 
*ih1 forma more gncefnl m motion than am be conceiiHl bj ill Englishinui — ad 
to the moRt becoming drena, uid, at the nme dme, the muat dnmt in the woi 
Cerlainlv, the; an badnating ! hot their minda have only oue idta. and (he l/iiaii 
al tkeirhvea in intnem."— Byron Leltrri, ISOB.] 



' [ " lodj BjroD had good ideas, but mold neier eipreas thrm ; wrote poetrj ■!». 
bat it waa oil)' good by aeddent. HtT lattera were alaaja enigmatical, often unin- 
tetU^hle. Sbe woa (pnoi-ned by what she called Gied rules aiid prindplea aiinani] 
matbemaUcallj." — Byron Leittn.] 

" [Sir Samnel Ronull; loat hii ladf on the 29tb of October, and oouimitted laioide 
on the 2nd of Norember, 1818. — "Tbera will come a da; of nekaning, iren if I 
ihoahl Dot live to lee it. I hare at leaat seen Bonully tbiTered, who wu one of mr 
uaaaaiuB. When that man waa dtuug lua wont to uproot mj whole bmilj, tree, 
biaueh, and blmaoms — when, after taklug mj Tetaiurr, he went oier to llieni — when 
he was bringing deeolation on toy boiuehold goda— diil he thinlc tbat. in lean than 
three voara, a ontuTiLl ereiit^a severe liomeatic, bnt an expected and common i^alajnitj 
— would la; his carcaaa in a croxa-road, or atjunp hia name in a Tflrdict of lunat^ T 
Did be {who in his seiagenar; * * *) reflect or coniider what stf feclingi maak 
have been, when wife, and child, and niter, and tamo, and bine, and eauntr;, were 
to be mj aacriSce on hie legal altai, — and tlua at a moment when ui; health waa 
decliniug, my fortune enibamaeed, anil my mind bad bten shaken by many kind* of 
disappointment — while 1 was yet young, and might baTV rerirmbl what might be 
my conduct, and letriered what was perplexing in mya&iia!*' — Bynrm 



Intrrt, June, ISIU.J 



e New PUn of Bdneation," "Tcacher'e Aariatanl," 



n searnh of a Wife." be., 



" DeacriptioD dee vtrtu inamparabltt ds rHulIe da Maoawir." — fW | 
(iisEment. 

I" Where all was innooeoM and i|uiet bUaa."— MS.] 

[ " And so she aeem'd, in all onUida formalitiiB."— Mf.] 

" [" By till* hnnd. if I were now bj thia raeal, 1 eonid htain him wrtli hie I 



tiui. " — Shi Ksriuai, ] 



[" Wishing eaoh ether d< 



n'd, dhnrecd. or daad,"— H8.] 



" [" I waa eurprieed one day by a Doctor (Dr. BailUel and a Uwyw (Dr, I 
ton) almost forrlng theuaelTc* at the cane time into my nam, 1 did not k 
ofterwardr thb luil obJNt of their vinit. I thought their qucationa aJuguUr, fr 



NOTBB TO CANTO THl FIBST. 



U) 



I 



nut [ill pertinent ; but what sboatil I hara thooghl, if I 
( to pFOTiiia proofs oF laj innuiity. I bita ao doubt 
ttut IDT utawen to thcM enunariu ware not Terj ratioiul or coniistcnt. Tor m^ 
inugtDsUan vu hentat vitb other thingi. But Dr. fiaillie oonld not cooscicntiuaalr 
make mo out a oertificate for BsdLun ; and perhap* the lawyer gave a, mora faronrable 
r«piiTt lo hia cmployora. I do not, howerer, tai Ladj Bjron with thi» traniMtion ; 
piubablj <be wu nut privy to it. She was the tool of otherm. Her mother always 
detested me, and had not oven the dseencr lo omeeal it in her hoose," — Loan B. — 
"My mother," aeserta Lady Byron, "alwayi treated Lord B. with an aOecUonala 
ooDiidsratioD aiirj indulgence, which aitended to eTery little peonljaiity of hia feelings. 
Nerer did aa irritating word escape her lipi in har whole iDtemurse with him." 
Though it WW Lndy JJycon honatf who oonsulted Dt. fiailHa, ehe aays ahc did it with 
the concurrence of her huabaad's fsmUj, and that it wu from bis neariiat relatiiea and 
personal atteudant that she derired the idea of hia being iusaae.] 



" [Mt. 1 



ogert, Mr, Hobboiue, J!cc Jtc] 
[" Fint IlKdi fiiendi tried a 



rcoonciliatjaa. " — JUS. ] 



** [The Right HoDounhle R. Wilmot Hortuo, tie. The following is from a (ragment 
ot ■ noTel written by Lord Bjron in 1817 ; — "A few hours aftcrwarda we were very 
good frienda : aod a few dayi after ihe >et out for Aragon, with my son, on a 
TLiit to her father and mother. I did not accompany her immeduilely, hating been in 
Aragon befura, but was to join the family in their Moorish chlteao within a few weeks. 
During her jonrney I received a very affectionate letter from Donaa Josephs, apprising 
me of the welhie of herself and my fna. On her arrival at the chlleau, I received 
auother, still more affectionate, presaiog me, in very fond, and rather fooli.^b tenas, 
lo join her immediately. As I was preparing to set out from SevHlc I received a third 
— this was from her fiither, Don loai di Cardoio, who requested mc, in the politest 
manner, to diaaolve my marriage. I answered him with equal poHlenes* that I woold 
do no such thing. A foartli letter arrived—it waa ^m Donna Joseplia, in which 
■he inlbrtned ue that her father's letter was written by her partlcuhtr dtaire, I 
reqoeated the raason by return of post : she replied, by eipreaa, that as reuon had 
DMhin,: to do with the matter, it was unoeceesary to give any— but that she was am 
injtuwl aod eioellent woman. I then inquired why she had written to mc the two 
preeeiUng afiectionaU letlera. requesting me to come to Aragon. She answered, 
that was becauie she believed me out of my senses — that, beiag unfit to take care tit 
myself, I had only tti set out on this journey alone, and, making my way without 
iifficnlty to Don Joei diCarduio's. I should there have fiand the tend ereat of wives and 
— a strait wusbcoat. 1 had nothing to reply to Uus pimw of aSection, but a reilera- 
tion nfmy request for some lights upon the subject. I waa answered, that they would 
only be relatol to tbe Inquiaition. In the mean lime, onr domestic discrejiaocy had 
become a pnblic topic of dlacnssion ; aad the world, which always deddea justly, not 
only in Aragon, bnt in Andalusia, determined that I was not only to blame, but that 
ali Spain could produce nobody so bhuoeabls. My eass was anpposed to oompriae all 
the Crimea which could, and several which oonld not, be eommitted ; and little len 
than an anlo-da-ff was anticipated as tbe ranlt. Bat let no man say that we an 
abandoned by oar friends in advendty — it was just the reverse. Mine thronged 
around me lo condemn, advise, and oonsole me with tbetr disaHirobatton. They tiihl 



("Tbe lawyers recommended a divorce," — MS 

"primiiB qui legibaa ornem 

Pundalnl, curibua parvis et panpere terri 
Jli«iua in imperium msgnom." — Vtao, 




"{T.Ht'J-'*'--»*i 



Hi 



NOTES TO OABTO TllK PIR3T. 



* ["I could luTe forgivea the dagger or the buwi. sDjtbiog but the d 

dewlatiun piled upon me, vheu I atood slonc upon mj hearth, with m^ liuawhold 

gods Bhivcred around mc. l)o jou luppOM I baic furgutlen or forgirsn it t It hM^ 

ouini«r*tiTel7, Bwalloved up in me tierj other feeling uid I uu onlj % >p«(itatar 

Dpon eartb till aicnfold opportunity offera." — Byroa Latcrt, Sept. 10. 1318. " 

' ' I had one only fuuat of quiet left, 

Atd that they poiHOu'd ] My pure houvhold gi>di 

Were ihivered on my hearth, uid o'er their ihriiw 

8»te grinning ribaldry and eneering «oiim." 

Marino Fatirro.l 



1(0 he died.' 



-MS.] 



" [" Defending gtill their lliadt and OdyiKya,"— MS.) 

" See LoDginUB, Section IP., "Tiv fit) cv i 

roAei." [The Ode is the famous fxwtTiu itai imvoi 

' ' Blest as th' immortji! goda is he, 
The youth thst fondly site by thee. 
And hears and BesB thee kU the while 
Softly speak and Bweetly BrDile,' &&] 

" [■■ Too much their jmS Ibard by thej '^™°?"., l—MS.] 
L downright J lOUUMion j 



A the end. 



wiUi aU the olno 



" See tie ConrttaioDB, 1. i. c. ii. B.v the repreeenlalion wbicli Saint Augnslim 
girte of himeelf in hie jonth, it Ih easy to see that he iias what we should nil a pJt^ 
He avoided the echool as the plagoe ; be lo*td nothing hut gamifig aud public ehowi ; 
he robbed hie father of eTe^^"!! ^^ could find ; he invented a tbouaand liai to 
escape the rod, which they were obliged t« make use of to punieb hi* irregulaiitiea, 



" [When Boabdil, the lari lung of Oranada, was d 
Band, in K^il, lis ascended an eminence, and looking 
burat into tears. "Yon do right," laid hii mother, 
throne yon could not defend tike a man."] 



iven from biB pnpital by Perfl- 
back upon the oonqneivd dW, 
' iio »«p like ■ womui lot tM 



which you'll buah."— Ma.) 



[" Conadenu 1' ae>ii>ura, 
La buoua compogna che 1' nom francheggia 
Sottol' nsbergo del ouer iinro."— DiKTi.] 

[" Decm'd that her thought! no mora rei|uir«d control 

See Orid. de Art. Amand. I. ii. 




N0TB3 TO CANTO THE FIRST. 



" [JnM B«c«n AlmogiTi, a! Bareeluiu, disr] kbant IIm jtu 1648. In eaaaat 
wilfa hit (riend Ouviluso, ha introduced tbe Itsliui (t}le into i"!«M.ili«n poMrj, and 
■ommenoed tii Uboura b; wiitiag taaaelt is the muksar of Fctnrch.] 

** [Oucilaiwa de k Vcgs, of ■ ooble fiumlj at Toledo, wu ■ vurior u *cll u a 
poet. After Hiring »itb distinetiDti in Qennuiy, Africa, sad Proveniw, be vu lulled. 
in 153S, b; a stone thrown from a lover, wbiob fell apon Ids haad u he vaa leading 
on hij bittalioa.] 



I 



["ChaDge horses eiety hour 

["Except tho promiM) o 

["Oh. Sosanl r>flHudi 

What's demtion to t] 

t derontlj believe then 

And belieTB that thai 



-M8.] 

, night tOl noon."— MS.] 

la theologr-"— MS.] 

B momenta of mirth, 

heaven on earth, 

iTen'a in liUe."-~Uoo>a.] 



["To leave tbeee ti 
[" Oar ooming, m 
[■■Swe«tisahiwsa 



juuDg people then and there," — H3.] 
look bngbti) till »e CH>mo."~HB.l 
to the attomef— <veet," Eu2.— US.] 
it— Qod knows how long alreadj. 



["Who've made niws 
Por an entul'd estate. 

Wishing them not eiactl; danui'd, bnt dead' 
Edqwi DODght of grief, who has nut ao been wo 
'Til stnuige old people don't [ike to be boricd.' 



" [The "Sofeij Lamp,"" ■ 



d inTealed b; 



["NotonlTpleaiara'sna, but sin'* * pleacore."— MS.] 

[" And lose in ahining aaow their tnmmib Uae." — H8.] 

[" Twaa midnight — dark and sombrt wai the night," ke. — MS,] 

["And sapper, punch, ghoM-Morios, and sueh ohaL"— MS. 



' ' And when the long hoais of the public are pu 
And we meet, with champagne and a ohickea. 
Ma; everj fond pleaaure that moment endear I 
Be baaisb'd a&i both diHietion aud feu- 1' Ac. ke. 



u«, 




4H4 N0TS3 TO CANTO THE FIBST. 

it moult. I told her, ' Nothing — bat jour biubsud i> coming.' Ai I uid thii In 
It&luj] with aome empliuis, she stuteil up in n fright, and mid, ' Oh, my Gnd, a h* 
eomiagt' thinking it wiui her own. Tou ma; suppose ve Uugiisd wheu she foaud out 
the mistaka"— Byrwn UUert, Not. 8, 1819.] 

" ["Ere 1 tha wife of such & man had been !" — H3.) 

" [" Bnt vhilo thi) aeorob wu making, JoUa'a tongue." — US. 

** The Spuiiili " Curtcuo" ia much the lune ai the Italian " Cavalier SerreDt^." 

" Donna Julia here nude a miatake. Count O'Reillj &d not take Al^sn — ba 



["Ther 



It for on; lovei 



-aa.) 



ii MnlmKj butt."— K3.] 
["And naekon up onr balance with the deril." — M3.] 
(" Vith baie (oepicinn now no longer haunl«d." — HS.] 
[" Poond — hasTBD koiim how — his ■olitarj w>j," kc — MS.] 



" IWiUiam Urodie 
Parliament.] 


Guroey, E^., 




mtei to the 


Benaii 


1 


« [-anoel 






1 


" ["Qoo lea horn 
suulage i(9i femmea."- 


>e de I'honneDr . 
-(7or.-«M.J 


ql d'oller i la guerre, d 
H dii dangar 1 Haii U n 


equerleni 
'y a lira an 


■™.d» 
£ahan. 





which haa nodoae.* 



'To lift our fatal Ion 



Take that which, of theae three, m 



u the beat preacription." — A] 



"That woidis^ l>«t for 



-but let it go."— Ua] 



" [" Aa tonia the needle trembling to the pole 

It ne'er can reach — ao tnraa to jon my BOoL" — MB.] 

■ I"Withaiieatsrow-qiiilI, rrther hard, but Mw.'*-^ia] 

* [Laid Uyroa had himaelf a aal hearing tU* motto.] 

** [" And there are other incidenta romai 

Which ahall be apedfied in fitting time, 
With good diacrolion and in current liymB." — MB,] 



(" To newBpapcri, to Bene 

Urpii>Di men have pubiiinea oa c 

[" ril call the work • BsOactiana o'' 



which the ual 
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Wliea warm vitb joulli — whea TuUuk fill'd tlie i 
[" I Ibought of Jyeiog it the other daj." 



llluTI 



— PatBcn.] 



I 



I 



W to the praise of iTarice in Don Juan, »nd the Iinmomiu 
Kflt with vliich he delights to dwtll od it, shov hov ntiW'langled, lu well u how 
fkr from •erion^ was hia adoption of the "good old-geutleniBiiIy nee." That hii 
p&rnmonj, however, was refy fiir from being of that kind which Bacon condenuis la 
" vithb»1Jing men from works of libenllty," a apparent bout ail tliat in known of hii 
mniiifioaiiee at this rer; period. — Mooxi. 

" Charit; — purchased s lUlling's worth of nlrttion. If that was to he bought. I 
baTe prea more lo my fellow- erutnre* in thi< life — sometimee for vic€, hot. if not 
more o/lcn, at leaat more considemblj, for Tirtue — than I dov possess. I nerer ill 
m; life gnTe a iniitrcM so muoh u 1 haTe sometimes gimn a poor man in honeit 
dletniBi. But, no mitttei I The scoundrels who have all along persecuted me will 
triompb — and when justice ii done to me, it will be when ihii hand that wiilea is u 
cold as the hearts whicli bare atang it." — Bt/rtm Diary, 1821.] 

"^ [The old legend of Friar Bacon nji, that the braua head which he formed 
spKhle of apBech, after uttering inicceaaiTelj, "'Time is," — "Time was," — and 
"Time ii piit," the opportunity of catecbiung it baring be«n neglected, tumbled 
UatU from tba itaod, and was shatleTed into a tbonnnd pietea.] 

>*■ [Thii ftuua appears to bate nerai suggested b; the following passagn in the 
"Quifterlj Eeriav," toI. lii. p, 203 : — " It wae the opinion of the BiijptianB. that 
Uie aaal iieTer deserted the body while the Utier continued in a perfect elxte. To 
■ecnn thii opinioo. King Cheops is said, bj Herodotna, to bare emplnyed tbrue 
fanndred aod nxty thousand of his subjects for twenty yean in raising over the 
*angaata domna* destined to hold his remoine, a pile of stone equal in weight to sit 
millitma of tons, which is just three times that of the rast Breakwater tJm>wn acroea 
Plymouth Siiund ; and, to reader Itiis precious dust std) man secure, the narrow 
chamber was made accessihle only by small, intricate passages, oljBlruoted by stones of 
ao enormous weight, and so carefully closed eitemally ss not to be perceptible. Tet, 
hov vain are all the precautions of man ! Not ■ bone was \e!i of Cheope, either is 
the atone coffin, or in the vault, when Bhaw entered the gloomy chamber."} 

K» [■' Mnrt. bid you both trtweU in acccnta bland."— MS.] 

'" [Bonthej'a Pilgrimage to Waterlos.] 



NOTES TO CANTO THE SECOND. 



' ['* Loot th&t nioKt preciana abine of sUmen — lus modettj," — MS.] 

' PoMioti — Ut«n]l; the littlo huidkiirchiers — tbe reils most STuling of St. Ua^ J 



* [A lK«Tt; meal is an alien 



iG stamiicliB, but OD oggraTatioD to otlicn.] 



' [" Night aime on wome tluu the <Si,j had been : and a nuM«a ihi/l of wind, 
■bout midnight, Ikrtvi Iht ihip ij\to Iht InngK of Ihr na, iiAuA UnKk htr afl, Ian 
may the nirfder, itarUd tht item-poit, and ihattertd llit vAotf 0/ Ker Utrn frame. 
The puBtpM vert immtdiaUlsf lotmded, and in the ooutm of a few mlnnlca the water 
bad inoniae'l ^a four fat." — Latt of tht Barciiiet.\ 

* ["Ottt gang wot ijuianllj/ put on fAnt, ami tht renaimUr qf Ac p4(ipU 
mpbij/ed in gtttvAg up rice from tW run of the atip, and heoirine it oter to eomt at 
the fcflJb, if pOMible. Atto three or four hundred h^n were thrown into the ni, ■« 
did gel at it, and found the vattr nuhing into the ^ip with oEtoniihing npidit} ) 
therefon we thrttit $taelt, Airtt, jadxit, btda (f mHjIin, and erei; tiling of the like 
deaoriptioQ that could 1» got, in(o the openinji." — /Hrf.] 

' [" NotwithsUnding tJie pumps ditdiarged fiflg totu if miter an hotw, tha afaxp 
oertamlj miul havt gone daan, bad not onr ts^editntt li«en atUndcd with some 
munxM. The pampt, to tbs eicdlent conitruction of wbicb I owe the prewrrMiaD id 
mj life, mere made by Mr. Mann, of London,"— Ibid,] ^ 

' ["Three ffun« frroia tooje on tha main deck."— Zow o/fJ« Ctnuwr.] 

* ['^ Am the next day advuTicfd, tht veather appeared to moderate, the m 
(inued inoeusntly at the pumps, and ereT? eiertion was made tu ietp the ihip atoal. 
Sdure was this done, when Offujf exrriding in riolmre ewry thifig ifthelaM J kad 
Iter lent, or conUl conceivt, laid the ihip on htr beam endi," — Ibid.] 



" ("Immediate directions were giren to nl away the mam anil nui 
truiling. when the ship righted, to be able to wear her. Ou cutting one or f 
lanjnnb, the mUea-natt went firit over, bnt witboDt produon^ the smallcBt effxit 1 
(he ship, and, on cutting the laajard of one ahrond, the nain'Oiaif foltoKtd. I h 
the mortificatiuD to see the fore-maet and bowipril alto go HC. On tlu^ the A 
immedialdi/ rii/hltd with great wiolente." — Ibid.] 
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" [Lord BjTDa bimMlt was a«arl; toat in h Tnrklfh ship of war, oviog to Ibe 
ignonuioo of ibe mptoin ; and be vaa thea na eje-vitneu uf nut a little whicli bo bu 
hare described. " Flutcher," be uiys, "jellod ; the (jreek* lallod on all thesimita; 
the Uussuluien on Alia ; vbile the captain bunt into tears and ran beluir deck." So 
oool was liDrd Byron in the midst of tka dangei, that ho langbed at bis ralet ; and 
findiug liiuisetf aseless in ooueequenco of bU iMnoncu, he la; down upon the deck and 
lell bat asleep.) 

" ["PerhapB the whole would have got dnnka hmt for." — US.] 

>' ["A miclBbipmaii was appointed to goanl the spiriC-roum, to lepras that onhappf 
desire of a devoted crew fa die w a Mate a/ iMoxuatum, The uiitun, thongh in 
other nepccts orderly iu conluol, hen piessed eagerl; upon him." — Lmi c/ iht 
Abtfgarmn}/,'] 

" [" ' ffiw u fOBie grog,' they exclaimed, 'U wilt bt all <mt b" hour kenet.' — ' / 
JtnoH we mint die,' replied the gallant Ditlixr, coolly, ' but Itl tu die likt nent' — 
oniud Kith a brace of pUtolt be kept Lie post, erun while the ship was sinkiDg." 



icA mu pautd undfr lilt ihip'i UiUon, and 1 tkought had i 
["■TU ogly dying in the Oojf of Lyons."— MS.] 



" ["Tkt weather again Oirtatentd, and by noon ii blew a ttorm. The ship 
laboioa] greatly ; th» voter appeared in the jute and after held. The leatheri iren 
Bearly coDSunied, and the ehaini 0/ the pmmpe, by oonstBnt eierUon and the biotioD 
of tJie ooa!^ were rendered almoat useleaa."- — Ibid.] 



" [•• I peiaiied the ih^aetUinghg the ^'ui."—lou of Ihe Centaur.] 

" [The following extract from the delightful colloquy, entiUed ' Xaufrnginin,' in the 
Dialogues of Erasmua, is taken from Lord Byron's own copy, where the pendl-marka 
ahow how carefully ha had perused It : — " Donm andivi, non aine tiiiii, qui elul Tuoe, 
ne non eisodlntur, paUiceretur Chriitophoro, qni eat Latetiia in sniiuno lemplo, mnna 
rerius qnain alatua, ceream lantam quanluM euel ipie, lluec enm Tociferani quantum 
potent idantidem inculcarett qui forte proximoa aaaiBtebat iili notua. cubilo ilium letigit, 
ttti aubmounit : Vide quid poUicearia : etiamai renun omnium tuanun aoctiooaiD faciaa, 
ui>n fueria soWeado. Turn ille, TOCe jam preaaiore, ne Tidalictt aiaodiret Chriato- 
plioruB : Tace, inquit, btue t An omdia me ox animo laqui V & semal couligero 
teHBin, nan datarua aom illi candelam aebnceam I " 

" I heard one, not witfanut laughter, who, with a clear voice, lett he ihonld sot ba 
heard, promised Chriatopbar, irhD ii at Pa^ on the top of a chorch, — a moustiun 
more truly than a atntue, — a vxix candle at big at he not himieif. 'When, bawling 
ont as hard an he could, Iha man rdterated thia offer ; an acquaintance that bychanct 
n«nd next, known to him, tonched him with his elbow, and taid — ' Have a care what 
yon promise : thmigh yon make an auction of all your goods, yon'll not be kblg 10 
pay.' Then he cays, with a Toioe stilt lower, to wit. le>t Chriitopber shonld hear, — 
' Hold your tongne, yon fool I do you think I speak from my heart I If onot I toneli 
lawl, m not give him a tallow caudle.' " — CLaHEK's TraiuIutiDH.] 



i 
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^ [" Ton eumot miAgtDfl," ajs GjinliniLl de Eeti (wfao outdvIj eanped slupTKck 
in tbe Qulf of Lfnnp) — 'Hhe borroT of a great atorm ; jr«i can oi l^le maffine Ike 
ridieuit of ii. ETerjbodj a-ere at their prayen, or w«« coofening tJieniKlTei. Tha 
pTiTatQ cftptAia of tho gaJlej cansed, in tlie greatest height of tiie danger, Kit 
tmbnidtrtd coal and Kit rtd tearf to be brongfat to him , aiTing, that a trns Sfianianl 
ought to di> baring his king's marks of dialinction. He Bat himself down in hu gnat 
clboir-cbaiT, and with hiB foot struck a pmr Neni-iilitaii in thu chops, who, nni being 
able to itiuid, wru cmvliDg alung, crjiog ont atoud, 'S«nhar Dun Funianilo, por 
I'amor de IK«, confeuion.' The captain, vhcn bo etrnck him, said to tim. ' Iniioigo 
de Dioi piodea confession I ' "] 



Bsigned, i&tnt In ihtir hammoctt^ ■ 



TLe b«ls were got a 
["MenwUlproTB 



I desired their 
Lings aud small 
If and cltaiiat\m 



" {"Tbeyaieiw 

» ["One oar w» 
tlanktla for a taii. ' 



d tLe otlier benl to tbe breadth of tba>_ 



"Which being irithdrawii 



" ["Airq/iVbAd been mentioned b; the carpenter, I Uionght it right to suil* 
alltmpt. It Tu impossible for any roan to deceire himnlf wilb the bapea of ' 
nTcd on a raft in such i sea na tbii." — Loii of Iht Ccnlow.] 



M 

ney. 



•• ["At this instant one of tlie officars told tie captain she wasgoin 
Kdding him farewell, leapt orerhoard : the orew had jnrt time to Jwj 
wliiuh thej did, ntlering a mail drtadfiU ydl." — Loa of the /"aadora-J 

*^ ["Theiboal, being fastened to Iho rigging, iru n< 
part of the water, than a dog of mine ouno to me rant 
Xtnin." — Sl^ipvndc of the £s(iey,] 

** ["It blew a violent storm, so Uiat between the sooa the sail was becalmed ; and «b*a 
e% At top of the vxtve, it inu too vtuth to bt itt, but wc conld not ventura lo take it in, 
for we were in Tory imminent danger and distria ; (Ac lea nimliiuf i>ivr tht tim of 
Uuboat, which obliged uatoiiUttfilAaUoiirm^Al." — BuoB'tOptitBaatyar 

II" Before it was dark, a blantei was disc 
dialetj lient lo ono of the stratchen, and under 
•xpeotattoD of baing ncaitoual by atry wai«."- 

" [" ZIf nia ran r«f andjirrg. a wi-c i-adiealion of a mm gaU nfun 
eoold do nothing more tiun run bdorethesea,— /nrrcrfaCiiu/iwii/iif u/rw 
ptnon. The Imad wa foond wai damai/eil and ratten."— Buas. J 



JIOTBS TO OANTO THK SBCOSD. 



• I" The fourth day came, uid not a brenth of »ir, So." — TbUt.] 

*' r " 7h<i fourth iln J «e began to luffer oiceedinglj from hnoger uid thirat. I thi'u 
■eued mf dog, and plougcd my knife int-i iti throat. We caught kU blood io the hnt, 
•aceriing in our hands and drinking vhut ran orer ; -we aftetvarda drank in tarn out 
sf the hat, and felt oomlTci ntnAed."^SAipwreck i/ftht Baty.\ 

' ("Nov, haireTer, when Mr. Byron vna at home vitb hia dog, a party oame to t«]l 
him their aecesaiiiFa vera annb, that they muat eat the dog, or atarre. In «pite of 
Mr. B.'h deure to preserre the faithful animal, they took him by force and kiJIuJ him. 
Thinking he was entitled to a ilure, he parto»k of their repaat. Three weekt alter- 
warda, recolleoting the spot where the dog was killed, he went to it, and waa glad to 
make a meal of the paua and skm." — CouMoBoMi BtBOH'i Narrative.} 

" ["The lact of men in eitreme aaea, deatn^jing each otW for the lake of 
appnudng hunger, u but too veil ealaUiiJied— and to a great extent, on the raft of tlte 
Freneb frigate MfduM, when wrtclted mi the ««uit of Afrioi, and al«o on the roek in 
tba Medileiranean, when Ihs KantUiu frigatu waa loal." — Sia loaa Saiutow.] 

" [" Bring driren to dintre™ (or want of Tood, thfly nmifil Ihtir ihoti and two 
Jiairy mp*, whioh were among them, in the water ; whieh being rendered aoft, each 
partook of them. But day after day having past, and the craiinga of hunger preming 
bard upon them, they ftll Dpon ths honilile and dreadfal expedient of eating eaoh 
other; and in ordiir to prcTent any iroDtentlon abont who ahonld bccomo the food of 
the othon, they coat lota to determine the aufferer." — Sufftringt of the Crew of the 
Thuinat.} 

*" \" The lott vert drttKii: thecaptain, anmrnoningall hiaatrangth, WTDlenpon alipa 
of paper tho name of each man, futdod them up, pat them into a hat, and ahnok tb«iD 
l«i;ether. Tlis crew, meanwhile, preserved on aic/uJ ittewx; each eye waa Gjud and 
eaeh month open, while terror wu strongly impraneJ upon ereiy eonntenance. The 
onhappy penon, with manly fortitude, reaigncd himaelf to hia miaciahUi aaaodatea." — 
PanvM in the Amcriean SMp Ptnn/'] 



" ["No sooner had lj;« latal inatrument tonched the vein, llian tha opeiatoT applied 
hia parched lips, and ifronjt the blaal at iljlnatd, while the re«t aniioualy watched 
the virtun's departing br«sth, that tlivy might proceed to aatia^ Iha hooger which 
preyed upon them lo bo b-iglitlol a degree." — lbul,\ 

* ["Thoae who glutted themietvea with human fleab and gore, and whoae alomaeha 
telained the nanatural food, aiioa periftl;ed with raging utiuntfy," to. — Ibid.] 
'e had ^vquent leeourBO to, finding it 



•• ["Another expedient w 
with temporary moisture, waa aitv^ng a. 
oanvaaa, or eren tead."~LoM of the Jan 






onid GdJ, gvDcrally a 



mouths 



" QuandA ebbe detto ab, enn gli ocehi torti 
Riprae il teachio miaero eu' denli, 
Che furo all' omo, oome d'nn can I'^irli." 

I" Thi4 taiii — atide hit mgrful epri tpenlhrmeH, 
A mi mM kit rath again the deill he tore, 
t'iiret ut a H'r) In yaair Iht verji ftniw." — 

iafemo, «. iix. t, 00. — Waiviiii) 



UO KOTKS TO CANTO THE SECOND. 

" t"We mnrt hive periahed had w» not caught sii qwuta of mn-wrier, Uii it 
we iboald not havt bttn btetted vilh, had at nol foand a pair of Mhti/i in lit booLM 
These ahen Hioroughli/ Wei, lerrt vning Inlo the kidd with whioh ve baled the boat.'^ 
—Loua/theCcnlaur.] 

" ["'Mr. Wade'e hoj, a ilauf ieoMj/ ioiJ, dud early, ruid almost wilhonl a groan : 
while another, of Uie aame age, but of a l«s promising appearanfe, held out much 
longer. Their fathera irere both in tlie foretop. Then the boyi were taken iU. Wade^ 
hearing of hii loa'a illnau^ anawered, irith indiS^ence, that 'he toidd da nothing for 
him,' and left him to hi« fate.'' — Lou of tht Juno.] 

" \"Thi athtrfaihir hurried down. Bj Uiat time onlj three or four planki of Uw 
quarter-deck remained, juat over the ireather- quarter gallerj. To thia spot tli9 
unhappy man led hii BOn, milking him faat to the rail, to prevent hid being waabed 
awaji." — Ibid.'] 

" ["Whenerer the Soy vai Kvtd with ■ fit of retching, lie fatter lifted him up 
and viptd avay Ihi foam from Au Hpi ; and if a lAower cane, he utade him o|ien hi* 
mouth to reeewe the drop; or gently ijuwied (Ann intu it from a ray."— Ibid.] 

" [ " In this affecting ntuation, both renutmed four or fiie dayi, till tht hojf (xpirtA, 
The unfortonale parent, aa if oawilUug ta believe the (ad, niied the body, looked 
vitlfuU;/ at it, and when he oauld no longtr enlerlain any dovJit, watched it in eilcno* 
utUil it was oarried (fff by a tta ; tiieo vrapping himself in a piece of cauTaB, rvmk 
(fnm, and rase na mora ; though he ntutt hare lived two daiti lon^, u we jad^td 
from the qa.ivtri%g of the timbt, when a wave broke aver him." — /hd.] 

" [An ioEtrnment, invented bj Sir Darid firewater, which exhibitii ao erer-TtTTiaf 
EocceaaioD of aplcodid tints and sytatnetrical forms, iuid haa been of great nrrico in 
BDggeatiag patlema to oar maaufaeturen.} 

" ["About Ihii lime a beautiful oAile bird, loeb-footid, and ual unUie a done m 
tia and plumage, hovered over the mnat-hnui of the cutter, and, notwilhitMidicig tha 
pitching of the boat, frequently allmtpled lo perch on it, and coDtiDaed to inltrr 
thire tdl dark. Trifling aa tbia circumstance may ttppev, it waa eonndtred by u all 
aa a propitiaut otam."— ioM 0/ tht Lady Bobart,'] 

" ["I found it naassmj to caution the people igalnat bring deceived by tb* 

appearance of land, or calling oat till they were eonvinced of the reality, man 
eapecially aa fag-banJo are uften miataken for land ; several of the poor fbllowa never- J 
theleia lepeatedly exclaimed they heard breaker; and >om« the jCring of ^lu." — fl 
7Mrf.] I 

* ["At length tmt of them ii'ofe iirfo a mo* imtuideratt ncearmg JU of jof, I 
wbieh I Mold not reetiain, and declared, that kt had ntver teem land in hit life, if 
tchal he novtaie mii not land."—Loa aflht Ceulamr.'] 

*' [" The joj at a ipeedy relief affected na all in a roost remarkable way. Haaj 
hiiril into teare ; tome Uiohed at eoA other icilh a ilupid Mlare\ at if dotbiful of Ih* 
n^fility of what they saw ; while levora] were in such a lethar^c condibon, thai do 
animating words could rouae them to exertion. At this affecting period I propovd 
offering np our solemn thanks to Heaven for the miracaloui deUveraoU." — Lam 
of the Lady Bobarl.] 

" [" After having nSered the horrors of hunger and thint fi'r many dayi. they 
providentially took a imali turtle whilst /(HUin^ (u^ <m the turf ace of Ike vranr." 
—Ihui of tht Thomat.] 

*• ["Our bndiei were nothing bat akin and honea, oar limbs were fnll of ao«H 
and *e were elolbed in nga. An indiflereol spectator would have been at a loM 
vbicfa most to admire, the e;es of famine iparkling al immediate reliei; «r Om han«r 



NOTBS TO CArTu THK SBCOND. 



•• ["'Thej duwoTered Und riglU ahtad, and steered Tor it. Thsro being n very 
hears """/i thej endmvcured to turn the boat's head to it, which, fmia weakneai, thej 
were nnftble to complett^ uid loaii «f(er«iuds fA< iwU itpwf.'' — Eicajie of Datrtfrt 
from St. HtUna.] 



*'wliich often Hpread 

\e like opening liell upoa tbe misd, 
oleiB Gthric,' bat '& nreck bebiod.'"- 



naj aleep,"— Ma] 

TOD (Coiamodftre in & late 
atning an ocwtint of the great diatreaaM aoSered by 
I ooaet of Pab^oDim (mm thn jear 174D, till thi^lr 
«ii by Himielf.'' Tliis aarratiis, oaa of tha moal 
kS pablisbed in 1768.] 



re for a faniibftLd — or k 



e mch lilte brule."— MS.] 



" ["My opinioD ia, Ihat it is front the larga trees or plants of fani, ipread tr 
•I the bottom of the Hed Sea, that it hta oblaiDed thii diu]«."— Bkdoi.] 

-^ — "juattheiame 
At at thia monienl I should tike to do ;— 
Bui I hiiTB done with kiasea— haTing kina'd 
All thoio that would— regretting Ihoae I miaa'd,"— US.] 



" ["That finer melody was never heard, 

Thekindofaonnd whoieechoiialcnr. 
WhoM aocenla are the atepa of inuaio"i throna."— MlI] 

" fWhen at Beville io 1809, toid Bjn^ lodged in the houao of l»o nnmairiei 
ladira ; and in hia diary he deuiibea hiinwlf aa haviiig made (amctil lova to (hi 
younger ol Ihem with the help of a dictionary. ] 

n ["Id 181S, I formed, ip the faebionable world of London, an JteiOj a fraction 
'' a circle, the unit of a million, the nothing of aoBiethiDg. I had boei 
in Qn812."— iljTon Diaiy, 1821.] 



[" For without beart lore ti not qnil* no good; 
Cerea is commbnary to our belliea. 

And love, whieb aluo much dependi on fbod. 
While Bacehui will proride with wine and jelliea, 

(Jyitera and eggi am aba loTing food." — M8.] 
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^ [** A pleasare nought but dmnkonneflB can bring ; 

For not the blest sherbet all chill'd with snov, 
Nor the full sparkle of the desert-spring, 
Nor wine in all the purple of its glow/* — ^MS.] 

* [ -^— "Fm sure they never reckonM ; 

And being joinM — like swarming bees they clung, 
And mixM until the very pleasure stung/* — MS. 

Or, '* And one was innocent, but both too young, 

Their heart the flowers,** &&— IfS.] 

^ [ " PilloVd upon her beating heart — ^which panted 

With the sweet memory of all it granted.** — ^MS.] 

*" [There are not a few women who may profit from sedng in what a style of con- 
temptuous coldness, the sufferings to which licentious love exposes them are talked 
of by such people as the author of Don Juan. The many fine eyes that hare wepi 
dangerous tears over the descriptions of the Gulnares and Medoras, cannot be the 
worse for seeing the true side of the picture. — Blackwood.] 

^ [Lady CSaroline Lamb was supposed by Lord Byron to hare alluded to him in her 
novel of **Glenarvon,** published in 1816. — ** Madame de Stael once asked me^** said 
Ix>rd Byron, *'if my real character was well drawn in that novel. She was only 
singular in putting the question in the dry way she did. There are many who pin 
their faith on that insincere production. I am made out a very amiable person in 
that work 1 The only thing belonging to me in it is part of a letter.** — ^MxDWix.] 

[''In their sweet feelings holily united, 

3j Solitude (soft parson) they were wed.** — ^MB.] 




I 

I 

i 



re ftlloir, is pret^ 
We fwr, howeTcr, i 
. _ joke, and tbererure 

m&iried raiu) to lie meny OD that bco 
hj > Uugh. — Qoau.J 

' [TbiMi two liaes u« s TeiKfiisti< 



angh, mad sol at all objectioubte in ■ monl 

it we Hinnut nf tu touch fur wh«t fullo>™ : 

not A fit subject to juke about ; beaide^ for A 

IT, is Tflrj Uke trying to oTercome Che loothmche 

in of s Bj-ing of Montaigne, j 



• [The old ballad of 'I 
' Dante calli his wifo, i 



nth and the Lady " u alluded U 
Iho "Inferno," "la iiera moglii 



' Milton"* first wife ran away from bit 
what would John Milton have dune t [Pn 
OoincidcDcA b no less atriking than aadde 
hare been unhappy in their homes, there > 



within the Gr*t moalli. If ihe had not, 
1 whatever cstuea It may hare ariKu. the 
ug, that, on the list of muried poeU who 
idIiI lUready be found four Hueh iliuitrioua 



would hATB mada ao eioellenl wrangler at Cambridge." — Bi/roti 



" [" Thia dance ia rtill prrfonncil by yiung men armed Mp-il-ric, who eieoote, lo 
the smnd of inctmmcnbi, all the pr<>pcr mufemcDlii of attack anil defence." — 

CUUB.] 

" ["Their manner of daneiDg n certalnl; the nine that Diana la nngtehiro 
danced on the hanka of Bnrotai. The great Indj still leuds the dune?, and ii followed 
by a troop of young girl^ who imitate her iilcpa, and if ahe stugamake up the chiinii. 
The tnnei are extremely gay and lively, yet vltb anmelhing in them wonderfully aolt. 
The itepi are varied according Iv the |iiea.tutc uf her that Icada tlie dance, but aloaya 
in aiBct tim^ and inGnitsly mure agreeable than any of oiu daiicee. " — Luil M. W. 
HoKTiao. ) 



I 
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NOTES TO CANTO THE THIRD. 

("Tliil woald have «et Tom Moore, thonKh rouried, raTiog,"-- 
[" All had been open heart &nd open house, 



" [The portrait o! this man is one of the bat, if uot the very l>cW of ftll Lord ] 
Byron's gloom; portrula. It muy be the Coruir groim into an elderly ebkneter ■ 
& father ; hut it is equal to the finest heads that ever Uichasl Acf^cla or Oann) 
pointed cith black and umbsr. — Uuuewuud,] 

" " Rispone allor' Margatta, a dir tel tiurt«t 



loi 



1 credo] 



■U'oi 



Mn nel mppone, o leau, o vuogll arroBto, 

E rreda nlcuna rolta amw nel burro ; 
Nella cerrigia, e quonJo lo n' ho nel musto, 

B nioltu pia nell' espm she il maugarTo ; 
Ma soprti tutto nd buon vioo ho tedt, 
E oredo che aia oalvo chi gU eted«." — 

FCLOI, Morganls Maggiort, ca. 18, it. IS 

[" And make him Samson-Uke — more Geroe with blindneu." — 119.] 



" ["I said I disliked the costoin which some people hod of bringing their children 
into compon;, because it in a manner forced ns to pa; foolish cumplimenta lu pleaw 
their parenti." — Jobnbom. " ¥od are right, air ; we ma; be eii:<ueJ for not caring 
much about other people's children, for there are man; who care *erj little abinit 
their own." — BotaM, vol. ri. p. 47. ed. 18S5,] 

" ["Uuch of the dewriptiou of the /urnilunr in canto third, ie taken ^m TWIy'a 
Tripoli {pra; nalt Ihii), and the reat from m; own olnerration. Bemembar, I ni 
meant to conceal this at alt, and haie onl; not aCaled it, becauie ' Don Juan' had a 
VreEace, nor name to it." — Lord Byron to Mr. Munag, Aug. 23, 1831,] 



» ["A. mall table Ub 




with mother of pead, tor 


toiaeshell, Ivor;, gold, aad si 


1B16, p. 1S3.] 





" ["The hanging of the room were of Upeatr;, made in panela nf diOvrent- 
mloured relvet, Cbickl; inlaid with Bowen of silk dauiaik : a yellow border finiil>e<t 
the tapeatr; at top and bottom, the upper border being emloxtidered with Uooriah 
aentancei out of the Koran in lilau letters. "—/h'd. 133.] 

'< [The alluaion is to the religiooa diascntjng review.] 

" ["Pot that's the name the; like to cant beneath. "—MS.] 

" ["ThecarpetwMof crimson satin with adecp border of pale bli 
that la; - ■ * " 



l"ThB Bphulsterer's 



idered with a Malfl 



."-M3.1 



» r"H. 

s gold ud 



NOTES TO CAHTO THE THIRD. Ur. 

<t win ooTered nith gnid erobrni.lery tt the nc?ck ; nver il ebi; irnre 
senojelick, with coral »nd pearl bnltons, set quil* cliae logethpr 
Jown the fruDt. Ths bancu she wore orer her drewi van of the fiuoit erim«nD 
Lnuuparent ganiea, betnyea rich iiilk utripei of the mme colour." — Tdllt, p. 31.] 

'^ This dresa is Moariab, and the bncetetn ruid bar ue wom in the mumcr 
jescribed, The reader will perceive hereafter, that in the mother of Haidfco wu of 
to, hw daughter wore the garb of the eountrj. 



to euggeratiOD : 



vbam I remember lobars Ken, 
n this profosioD ; of these, three were Sngliah, the Dthar 
wiH a LeTHntine. Their hair wae of that length and quaotitj, that, when let down, 
it almost eotiiflj shaded the person, bo aa nearly (o render <lrtaa a auperSuitj. Of 
tbeae, only one had dark hair; tiie Oriental had, perhaps, the llghieit colour of the four. 

" [ " But P^flhs owna no lord- 

She walks a goddeaa from aboie ; 
All eaw, all pnuaed her, all adored. 
But DO one ever dared to lots. " — 
Cupid and Ptytlu, from Apdeita, 6y Mr. HcDsOH flnajnr, I803.J 

' ["It wu, and stiD (a, the enrtDin to tJDge the e;ea of the women with an 
impalpabis powder, prepared chieflf from erode aatimouT. This pigment, when 
applied to Uia ionei anrface of tbe lids, commiinicalea to the ejt a tender and 

** ["Believed like Southoy, and pemaed like Cmabaw." — MS, 

"Craahaw, the friend of Cowley, was honoured," aayg Warton, " with lbs prajae of 
Pope ; who both read bjs poetna and borrowed from them. Biung ejected from bia 
fellowahip at Peterbonie for denying the oorenant, be tamed Boman Catholic, and died 
canon of the chnrob at Loretto."] 

■ [The poela of the fonrteeuth century— Daiil«, &&] 
» iHomer.] 
" tAna<™>n.] 

(uppoKd to bars been (he Cape da 



And Uarathon looks on the aea," &a.— M3.] 

" Deep were the groani of Xerxea, when he saw 
This havoc ; for his seat, a lofty mound 
Commanding the wide an, o'erlook'd the hoata. 
With rueful erica ha rent bia royal robes. 
And through bia troopa embattled on the shore 
Gave ugnal of reLt«at ; then started wild 
And Bed diaorder'd."— feonTLua. 

[" Which Hercutea rntgbt deem hia own."— US.] 



A.— Soi-H. Aja^ T. 1317. 



*> ["ThiB gbrioM Odp 
foUoved up b; s itnin ol 
■Wple doctrine of lie worl 
men, and the foUj o! expe 
far aD uudeneTTiiLg worid : 
and knowledge of human 
while there ih not oalj do i 
in that "J ' ' 



** See JoluLiaii'i life oTUiltaD. 

* [" G«i6ned hu pedlar poems 

* [See Ooleiidgi'i "Biogiaphia Uleraiia," 1817. 
« [" Floitriih'd 



TES TO C4KT0 THE THIRD. 

on the aipiratbiu of Onwoe after Liberty ■■ iwUnt 
cold-blooded riboJdrj ; and we ara brought bkck to ti 
— the non-uutence of conHtanc; in iromeo, or bononr in 
■ting to meet with any aooh Tirioea, cr of culliviLting tlun 
—um\ all thifi [Euird up with so much wit and cleTerueM^ 
lalure, aa to make it inesiatibly pleasant and plauiible — 
jitidotc BUpplial, bat etetTthmg that might hare opentMd 
Ipated, ami pnueoted already in u Mrong and en^igiiig k 



ttotTacy."— MS.1 



** [Tbe followers of thi!i bnatia ure nud to have amounted, at ooe time, to a fan 
tboDfland. She nDuouQoed wbeu «he waa BJitj-fire that ebe ahoald gi<e birth in the 
conne of the year to a leeooJ Sbiloh, and a regal rnulle woa prB|sred foe the mpedcd 
prodigy. A Dr. Eee«e atlexled tliat she wu realty piegnaut, decdred by dropsy, of 
wbiob ibe died ahortly aflerwardi, in 1811.) 



I 



■ [Here foUow 



•' Time hM 
OffrisD 



the original MS.— 

'hI Ennui to be the best 

i opiate drno^jhU : your lore and wine, 



I hiumui tnin and braal, 
Moit end in lauguur; 'tDVa m'uat Bleep likeawlne : 
Tho happy lorer aM the weloome gaest 

Both link at but into a awuon rtirine : 
Full of deep raptnrea and of'toroptra, they 
Art) Buiuewhat sicKAnd aarrjll^neil day;"- 



* [Wordaworth'a "Beiyamin tie 



["Tbere'a BometHing in a flying hone. 
There'i aometliing in a hnge balloon ; 
Bnt through the eloada I'll neier Aoat 
Dntil 1 hare a little boat," Ac— WonDSWoi 



tB-a PHer Btll] 
fDi^gotten."— Mr. W.J 



^ the iDgnal from tbe ucred tn 



["By her example wara'il, the reel beware ; 
More OMV, leas imperiuua, wtre the fiiir ; 
And that ooe hnnljng, which the denl deaign'd 
For one fcir female, Tort him half the kind,'— 

Drydih'b Thevdort and JTmorta.} , 

** 'Ztnitpt. rtifra ^p€it, 
♦(«it oirgv — piptit aryiL, 
tV*!! twroN iiuIb.' — Fragment <^fSapfih«. 



KOTBS TO CANTO THB THmD. 

" Bra gia 1* om cbe volge '1 diiio, 

A' D&Tiganti. e 'iiteiieH«e U onare, 

La dl eh' hui detto s' dald unici !i dio ■ 

E che lo BUOTO peregrin' d' iinor* 

Be ode SqnilLa di loDtuit), 



Chan 






irche* 



a Purgatory, ctnlo nfl. 
This last Uoe is the Gnt af (infa Elegj, taken b; him without acknowledgiueDt 



" See Soelonins for thii &ct. — f " The publio joy wm loijrest npau the oocMion of 
his death, that the common people ran up and down with cap« upon, their heads. 
And jet there were some, who for a long Idme trimmed up hie tomb with apring and 
■ammer dowerv, and one while placed hia image upon hii rootm dreased np in atAte 
rohcd, another white published proclamations iu hia name, oa if he waa jet alive, ami 
wxHild ihortl J come lo Rome again, with a Teugeaoce to aU hia enemiec "] 




